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CHAPTER I. 

CALL IT NOT PROVINCIAL ! 

/^^N the first of November, just ten years 
^"^^ ago, the great world of Guildford had all 
come back to town. Veritable metropolitans, 
of recent wealth and eminence, may smile at the 
notion that so unimportant a place can have a 
great world at all ; but all who are well versed 
in the social traditions of this country imder- 
stand perfectly the import of the pllrase, ''one 
of the best families of Guildford/' I am in a 
position to introduce my reader to the best 
families, but it must of course depend some- 
what upon himself whether he makes his way 
among them. 
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A fine, mature old inland city is Guildford, 
as the summer tourists wlio sometimes rest 
there' for a night, on their swift transit along 
the great railway-routes that graze it, only 
begin to know. If haply these, after partak- 
ing of a multifarious late dinner at the biggest 
and costliest of Guildford^s hotels, wander up- 
ward and westward in the late sunset, they 
find broad, quiet streets, elm-shaded, and re- 
lieved by tidy, bowery little parks, with hand- 
some houses, and elderly churches, not too 
many or too fine. Highest of all — for the 
cross-streets are very tolerably steep — they 
come upon a truly noble avenue. Here the 
houses are set far apart, and separated by 
old-fashioiied lawns and gardens. Hardly one 
of these mansions will own to less than sixty 
or seventy years — which is almost as good 
for practical purposes as battlements and a 
moat — and their deep-seated rear windows 
look down upon an undefiled stretch of the 
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river, which ahnosts enfolds Guildford in its 
sharp curve, and, beyond this, over a pecu- 
liarly sweet expanse of farming, fruit-growing 
country. 

The inquisitive tourist, whom for a moment 
we follow, breathed a little by the steep ascent, 
is wont to rest awhile against the foliage- 
crowned, strict garden-walls that intervened 
between the houses on Eiver Avenue, and, 
blinking in the last rays of the vanishing sun, 
to wonder why the houses are all closed, and 
the gardens into which he peeps a trifle neg- 
lected and overgrown, and why in the world 
people who own such places need abandon 
them in the summer. Like many other need- 
less things, it is a fashion. The people who 
originally built the Eiver Avenue houses hap- 
pened, almost all of them, to possess farms 
and orchards somewhere in that stretch of 
green country to the west, and to care enough 
for these, and for a genuine old-fashioned coun- 
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try life, to retain them and return thither for 
some part, at least, of every summer; and the 
taste has been cherished. 

Of course, then, the custom would be imi- 
tated as closely as possible by the people who 
came to live in those other pleasant street? 
which were created a little lower than Eiver 
Avenue, and I have occasionally heard the 
denizens of these last allege, in explanation of 
their perfunctory exile, that they like to avoid 
the espionage of our poor, harmless, idle 
summer tourists. 

There is a little aflfectation in this. I cannot 
but think that the people of Second and Third 
Streets often find the custom irksome which 
obliges them to forsake their spacious and 
comfortable domiciles for hot cars and stifling 
attics during a part of July and August. 

But for their noble exemplars one row above 
them, who have both the polish of the city 
and the dignified free-handedness of the conn- 
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try, who give you cream and fruit from ''the 
farm^' — delightful boast — ^all the year round, 
whose well-mannered sons love field sports, 
and the beauty of whose tall daughters is of a 
round and rosy order, — ^for them I have a 
kind of religious admiration and a very honest 
envy. I think them the most fortunate people 
in the world in their external circumstances, 
except the English gentry. 

The temptation is great to go on moralizing 
about Guildford, which I know so well and 
always find an interesting subject for theory 
and reflection ; but I must restrain myself, and 
make my preliminaries as few and brief as 
possible. 

In fine, therefore, the society of Guildford 
is rather largely professional, owing to the fact 
that the courts are held there, and also because 
there is a richly- endowed Episcopal College in 
the pleasantest suburb, and it is just suffi- 
ciently literary. Tou meet with, perhaps, an 
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unusual number of people who have written a 
book, and some of them (tjie books, I mean,) 
are not so bad. 

Nevertheless, the amusements of the place 
are by no means as exclusively serious, aes- 
thetic, and instructive as they are in • — , 

for instance. The art actually survives in 
Guildford of giving a party where the guests 
include both old and young, where no ^^ paper '' 
is read, and where there is a supper both 
moderate in quantity and original in menu. 
The result is that, although confessed conver- 
sation is almost unknown, in Guildford every- 
body talks freely, briefly, and, for the most 
part, brightly. It is, perhaps, not so civi- 
lized as for the many to listen while the few 
harangue, but it is less monotonous. 

There is a charming little theatre where 
every great artist who visits this country is 
usually heard at least once; and joyous are 
the nights when everybody goes, — joyous and 
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agreeable to behold; for the ladies of Guild- 
ford cling obstinately to the tradition of bare 
heads and operarcloaks. 

In the intervals of these great occasions, or 
what may be called the interstellar spaces, I 
must confess that the pretty stage and conve- 
nient ante-rooms of the tasteful little play- 
house are apt to be given over to amateur 
performances, in which the children of the 
stockholders prink and pose, and ingeniously 
avoid embracing in the interest of this or that 
charity, and there is as much native dramatic 
ability in Guildford as elsewhere, and more 
intelligence and practice. 

During the four years of the civil war in- 
deed — hardly eighteen months ended when my 
story begins — ^there had been a long suspense 
of innocent fun. Great would have been the 
scorn of Guildford and her daughters if her 
favourite sons could have trodden any mimic 
stage during that solemn time. The building 
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had been often used, but strangely. Real, 
faltering prayers had been breathed behind the 
dim footlights, and the delicately-coloured and 
gilded auditorium had resounded to sobs as 
often as to applause. But the long agony was 
over now. Some of the young heroes had 
come back braced and bronzed into a new 
semblance, and others were growing up to fill 
the places of those who would never come, 
and the tide of life began once more to run 
and ripple brightly. 

The war had made other changes and broken 
down some ancient barriers. Six years before, 
to some one expatiating on the oharma of 
society in Guildford, a knowing stranger had 
observed, ^^But you have not yet named the 
first requisite of a splendid and successful 
society. Have you a queen ? " 

^^ Oh, better than that ! " was the prompt 
reply. " We have rival queens ! '^ 

I think, however, that in the old times the 
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rivaliy had been too distant for the best gene- 
ral effect, and the lines of division too deeply 
drawn. Mrs. Pryor honestly despised Mrs. 
Anderson, and Mrs. Anderson had a genuine 
horror of Mrs. Pryor. Mrs. Pryor went sel- 
dom to a Unitarian chapel of the extreme left. 
Mrs. Anderson was a devout Churchwoman. 
Mrs. Pryor was just as advanced and adven- 
turous in all her views as the ever-graceful 
traditions of my favourite town would allow. 
Mrs. Anderson was obstinately and sweetly 
conservative. 

In reality the professed unbeliever was sub- 
ject to frequent and serious convictions of 
many kinds, and the professed believer was 
troubled by very few which were independent. 
Both had a good deal of the pride of life 
about them ; but the one strove with it — theo- 
retically — on democratic principles; the other 
— quite as theoretically — on religious. Both 
were actively benevolent; but the time had 
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been when either would sooner have seen a pet 
eleemosynary suffer just a little than be re- 
Keved by the other. Then came the swift 
overflow of a universal cause, sweeping them 
into one mind and one work; and, for a 
while, they almost thought they loved, and 
could never again wholly misunderst&nd one 
another. Further particulars about the joint 
sovereigns you will discover for yourselves; 
but I pray you mind them well, for I foresee 
that one of them, at least, may prove a prin- 
cipal heroine of my story. 

And so it was the first of November, 1866, 
and half a dozen of the young men and maidens 
of Guildford had met among the superb and 
silent casts in the entrance hall of the new Art 
Museum. The Museum was the bequest of 
Benjamin Burrage, who, in dymg, sacrificed to 
the graces, which he had ever defied in life. 
The sum devised had been allowed to accumu- 
late from 1835 to 1860. Then a building had 
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been modestly founded, fitly left unfinished for 
four years, but now modestly completed and 
inaugurated, and naturally,* in its freshness, it 
was a favourite place of resort. 

To-day there slowly trod its tasteful tiles 
Isabel Eae, who had been three years abroad, 
and spoke concerning the objects about her as 
one having authority; fair Annie Faxon and 
her school-girl sister, still in mousing; Emily 
Eichards ; Captain Henry McArthur, who had 
left his dalUance after Isabel to join the volun- 
teers, and who had now a stiff elbow-joint and 
a white seam, half-hidden by the curls above 
his left temple; and George Aspinwall, a 
clever lawyer of twenty-nine, who had never 
abandoned his position on the home-guard, and 
had been half prized and half despised by the 
girls of '62 and '63 as a myopic exempt. 

Miss Rae was remarking that the Pryors 
were come, and — ^^ Oh, have you seen them? 
How is the Colonel ? '' called a trio of youthful 
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voices, in varying tones of sweet, high-pitched 
solicitude. 

^^I saw Mrs. Prybr just one moment. Her 
husband is very little better, and still suffers 
fearfully from nervous restlessness. The doc- 
tors say he won't leave his room this winter." 
It is horrible 1 '' sighed Annie Faxon. 
Perfectly beastly ! '' cried her sister Grace. 
It destroys exactly two-thirds of the plea- 
sure of life,*' pronounced the lively Miss Eich- 
ards. ^' I shall take to daily service and eccle- 
siastical embroidery. '^ 

But Captain McArthur shrugged his broad 
shoulders, and Mr. Aspinwall remarked, with 
the touch of sarcasm which he affected, that he 
was resigned, and thought it uncommonly kind 
of Heaven to afford ^' us young fellows '^ one 
more chance. 

'^You will do your best, I am sure,'' said 
Miss Richards, with gracious impertinence; 

but what will that be without the great, crea- 
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tive, organiziDg mind ? You know yourself, 
Mr. Aspinwall, how we languished in its 
absence/^ 

'^ Oh, come/' said McArthur, '^ the Colonel is 
a brave soldier as well as a great swell. It is 
quite possible to be both, you know. A great 
many fellows are; and I am proud to have 
obeyed him. But when it comes to original 
genius in entertainment, and that sort of thing, 
their house was, of course, the pleasantest in 

G , but I think it was always Mrs. Pryor 

who did it. The Colonel's function in the old 
days used to strike me as chiefly ornamental. 
We can spare him much the better of the two, 
I should say, and if Madam will only — *' 

^^But of course,'' interrupted Miss Faxc^n, 
with the ready indignation of a roussCy ''she 
will not leave him ! I know I would never I 
And she has been perfectly devoted! " 

''Yes, indeed," added George Aspinwall, 
with hardly perceptible mockery, "but, do you 

B 2 
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know, I don't think Mrs. Pryor can be a fana- 
tical wife. She's a lady of the very broadest 
views, and if once convinced that the genei'al 
interests of society require her to forsake the 
luxurious retirement of her lord's sick-room, 
we shall have her at the helm again, take my 
word for it ! No such good news for Mrs. 
Anderson as her retirement ! I shouldn't won- 
der if even the Sunday receptions were revived 
in a modified form. How would that agree 
with daily service, Miss Eichards ? " 

'^Not at all, of course 1 I mentioned daily 
service as an alternative." 

But stately Miss Rae, never a devoted listener, 
observed dreamily, — 

'^The worst of it all to me is, that such a 
man must continue to suffer. His sensibilities 
are so exquisite! He so religiously adores 
personal beauty, and health, and perfection." 
Then she paused and coloured slightly, feeling 
herself in the focus of Aspinwall's eye-glasses. 
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and presently added^ with a wave of her lace 
parasol^ '^ I think that Silenns^ with the infant 
Bacchns^ the finest thing in the whole collection. 
It is a glorious cast I" . ' 

Before any one was suflBciently collected to 
respond appropriately to this aesthetic outburst, 
an interruption occurred. 

'^ Excuse me. Miss Eae, but ^' — to the group 
in general — ^^ were you not speaking of Colonel 
Pryor ? How is he ? " 

The lady who had swept in among them, 
with her long silk train and close-fitting jacket 
of black velvet, had a voice of honey and a 
smile like September sunshine. The rest de- 
ferred to Isabel, who repeated her unfavourable 
report coldly. 

'' Oh, I am 80 grieved ! " mourned the melli- 
fluous tones. '^And is Mrs. Pryor extremely 
worn ? ^' 

''I scarcely saw her. She looked much as 
usual.^' 
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" She has such endurance ! Pray tell me, 
has the Colonel an appetite ? Does he like little 
delicacies and remembrances? Flowers? fruit? 
Of course they have everything; but one likes 
to be attentive if one knows the right way. I 
always thought the Colonel such a fastidious 
creature, and now he is a hero besides ! Good- 
morning ! " — and with a graceful, general inclina- 
tion, she turned away. 

Miss Richards could have smitten herself for 
glancing at Mr. Aspinwall, but the temptation was 
too swift and slight. 

^'There goes a sincere mourner,^* said that 
gentleman softly. 

'^ There goes a beautiful woman,^^ said Captain 
McArthur, playfully saluting the departing 
figure. 

The lady was Mrs. Anderson. 



CHAPTER 11. 



CAMABILLA. 



/^^N a bright but chilly afternoon, a few 
days latter, in a long western chamber of 
the best house on River Avenue, a handsome 
man of forty-five lay flat upon a low, luxurious 
couch, with the dawn of a whimsical smile 
upon his delicate features; and a handsome 
woman of about the same age sat in an arm- 
chair, facing him, the image, for the time, of 
perplexity and disheartenment. 

The room was pleasant. A lacquered screen 
— ^a marvel of Japanese art — shut off the 
flicker of the open fire-light from the eyes of 
the invalid, and the blue shades were drawn, 
and the fine lace curtains lowered at the two 
nearest windows. But in at the third, behind 



24 IS THAT ALL? 



his head^ the afternoon sun streamed brightly, 
the half-opened door of a spacious dressing- 
room gave a yet longer vista, the bed was cur- 
tained away in an alcove, the pictures were 
appropriate, though few, easy-chairs abounded, 
and the low tables were heaped with books and 
gay with flowers. 

I fancy that, ever since you listened to the 
talk of those idle young people in the Art 
Museum, you have half despised Alfred Pryor 
in your heart as a ladies^ pet, but, sure as fate, 
your prejudice will falter in his presence. 
You see now, that his features, for all their 
extreme fineness, escape effeminacy; and 
though long confinement has haplessly re- 
moved the bronzed colour that, for a time, 
adorned that face so well, a new dignity is 
coming with the fast whitening hair, and, in 
the quick hazel eye, and set of the expressive 
lips> you may see lurking the spirit which 
made their previously dilettante possessor. 
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when the hour came, reckless of danger, and 
regnant over men. 

The comeliness of Augusta Pryor, on the 
other hand, was of anything but a disarming 
order. Her steady, purple-blue eyes appeared 
to issue a careless command for admiration, 
which you might obey or disregard. She was, 
in fact, far too stout to be appealing, although I 
feel almost a traitor when I say so ; for Heaven 
only knows how bitter the fact was to her. 
Once she had been tall and lithe, now she was 
tall, and, as it is tenderly termed, magnificent ; 
but, although at war with her own proportions, 
she scorned the worse than useless expedients 
of small gloves and tight dressing, piled her 
grey hair high above her unwrinkled brow, 
and lifted ever so little the undeniably dupli- 
cate chin, which once had been only bewitch- 
ingly round. In her rare moments of entire 
repose, this towering creature had often an 
absurd consciousness of what she conceived to 
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be the deterioration of her appearance; but 
the moment she began to speak, she forgot her 
looks, while those who heard, seldom forgot 
her. Hers was, in fact, a somewhat distin- 
guished gift of speech, — deep- voiced, earnest, 
eloquent; always animated, and, at long inter- 
vals, impassioned. Now she sat silent and 
was not thinking of herself, but her depression 
of spirits would hardly have been recognized 
as such by an ordinary observer, for it was 
chiefly betrayed by an anxious frown and a 
sort of pout, sterner than it had been twenty- 
. five years agone, and not so engaging on the 
lips which did not close quite easily over Au- 
gusta^s regular and beautifully-preserved teeth. 

When the husband and wife had regarded 
one another almost as long as silence once 
prevailed in heaven, the former spoke lightly, 
•— ^^Well, my love, here we are, and you appear 
not to like the prospect ! '^ 

Don^t jest, Alfred ! Of course it is you I 
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am thinking of. I am so bitterly disappointed 
in the result of the summer. I cannot see that 
you have made the faintest gain^ after all we 
have been through." 

^^ Nor I either, Gus, dear, and it^s insupport- 
able of me ! And I can^t even go on my knees 
to show my self-contempt ! " 

'' Oh, do not mock me ! Poor dear ! But 
one would fancy you thought me sorry for 
myself. And so I am, in part, I dare say, for 
I am an extremely selfish woman, Alfred. But 
the question is. How can we face another wear- 
ing winter like the last ? How can you bear it, 
and how can I bear seeing you bear it V 

'^That^s the very point," said Alfred, with 
sudden seriousness, '^of which I have been 
thinking, whenever I could think for a week, 
and I have made up what was formerly my 
mind. Augusta, you shall not see it ! It 
would be sheer nonsense for you to watch me 
as you did last year. Your wisest course and 
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truest kindness will be to leave me alone, — 
that is to say, with some stolid attendant whom 
I can abuse when I like. No^' — with a lan- 
guid wave of the hand — '^ don^t take fire, 
please. I can endure after a fashion, in silence, 
just as your own sex do whom you occasionally 
taunt me with resembling. But I can^t have a 
spectacle made of my endurance. You know 
the sort of Pagan I am — '' 

^^You are more a saint than any Chris- 
tian—'^ 

^'Thanks, but you know what I have wor- 
shipped, — symmetry, perfection of aspect, and 
function; in a word, beauty! Your beauty, 
my dear, — all beauty, even what they fool- 
ishly told me was my own. When I went to 
the war, the thing I dreaded was by no means 
death, but . mutilation, disfigurement. It was 
morbid, of course, but whatever personal virtue 
1 had in going into action, consisted in defying 
that keenly-realized dread. When I lay in 



IS THAT ALL ? 29 



that nauseous hospital in the Wilderness, shot 
through the thighs, and heard the doctor say 
my legs were safe, T could only exult in my 
escape. And then, a year later, when we 
thought it all right, and the hideous war-dream 
over, comes Nemesis, or Providence, or what- 
ever you choose to call it — '^ 

" Say Nemesis ! '' interrupted the lady quickly. 
^' If you should drop into cant in your weak- 
ness, Alfred, it would be, I think, the last 
drop that would make my cup run over. 
When these pious people talk about Provi- 
dence, they appear to mean simply the power 
that lets them have their own way. ' So 'provi- 
dential ! ^ Rose Anderson says, when things go 
to suit her. Whereas, if there's any Provi- 
dence about it, the things that affict and annoy 
ns must be equally providential.' ' 

" You are perfectly right, mon amie,^ inter- 
rupted, the sick man, clinching the fist concealed 
by the India shawl spread over him, "but 
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somehow abstract questions fatigue me most 
ofaU." 

'' Pardon me, dear V 

'' No, pardon me. Here I am, at all events, 
laid flat by something mighty; half of me 
lifeless, and the other half, upon my honour, 
Augusta, so horribly racked and tormented at 
times — " 

''Don^t I know it, my love?'* cried Mrs. 
Augusta, with a hearty sob, pressing her white 
handkerchief violently to her eyes for one 
instant, then spidnging up and falling upon 
him with a score of earnest kisses, '' and your 
patience is wonderful ! " 

'^My patience is not to be mentioned,*' re- 
plied the victim, almost sternly. "I suppose 
good manners help, and you know what place 
they occupy in my thirty-nine articles; but I 
am so profoundly convinced that I have just 
what I deserve, only not enough, that even the 
fact that the original hurt was got in the ser- 
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vice of my country seems of small signifi- 
cance. I can and will bear whatever is com- 
ing, but not with even your eyes always upon 
me/' 

'' Better mine than any stranger's, Alf/' 

'^ No, no,'' — ^wearily. 

^^ You do not think me a good nurse." 

"I think, my admirable darling, that there 
are ' diversities of gifts,' as Shakespeare says." 

" Shakespeare, you heathen ! It was St. 
Paul ! " 

^' G^est egal ! You are glorious in a drawing- 
room ! You are a planetary power in chari- 
table societies I And I don't want either the 
rich or the poor to suffer and go astray because 
I am tossing, feverish, in the lap of luxury ! 
I don't want the social traditions and the hos- 
pitable fame of this house to perish ! I don't 
want our vigilant rival miles ahead of us. 
And when it comes to ministering angels, Gus, 
dear, you know yourself that yours are not 
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exactly the noiseless footfall and soft gray 
gowns of fiction/' 

'^I can wear winsey, I suppose," answered 
Augusta, re-seating herself with a sigh, which 
was not for the rich black silks, which slie 
knew became her best, "buf — ^with a gleam 
of drollery in her despair — "no woman ever 
tried harder to pine away than I have done for 
a year, and 'tis of no use ! Winter and sum- 
mer accumulate me alike/' 

" Thank Heaven !" said the Colonel gallantly, 
" I glo^ in your splendid vitality all the more 
that 'tis all I have left to glory in ! '' 

"Do you mean, Alfred, that you never ex- 
pect to be well ?" 

"The Lord only knows what I shall be," 
came the answer at last, with sharp impatience. 
"I know, as I- say, that I have less than my 
share, if 1 never recover. To think of what I 
have seen happen to men ! " 

" You are very tired now." 
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I am in an agony, an* it please you ! And 
in Heaven^s name, why won't you open that 
door where somebody has been pounding so 
long V 

The timid tap had been inaudible to Mrs. 
Augusta, who rose with a slight flush, and re- 
ceived a half-dozen letters from the hands of 
a new maid, who as yet stood in great awe 
both of her master and mistress. But when 
the lady turned her to the couch again, its 
occupant said sweetly, — 

''I am a brute, Gus, dear, and you must 
feel the justice of all I have said/' And he 
stretched out his hand to her with a smile, 
which brought the tears to her eyes again, and 
made her feel that the wayward love of the 
wreck of him was the most precious treasure 
a woman ever owned. '^Can you sleep,'' she 
said, " while I read my letters ? " 

'' Of course I can, if you bid me ; " and 
Augusta was already too deep in her first 
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missive to feel all the mild irony of his 
reply. 

Number one proved unimportant. Number 
•two was a summons to the annual meeting of 
one of the many societies of which Mrs. Pryor 
was an active member. Number three was an 
application for admission to the Old Ladies* 
Home, of which she was president. Number 
four, an amazing bill for the books which she 
had from time to time ordered sent to the 
Mineral Springs, where they had passed their 
weariful summer. Number five detained, and 
finally absorbed her. It was from an intimate 
friend of hers in former days, now an active 
and distinguished citizeness of a larger city 
than Guildford, and this was the pregnant 
passage : — 

''And now, my child, I wish to bespeak 
your attention to my last protege^ the most 
interesting creature under heaven. Don^t tell 
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me that you cannot spare a thought from your 
husband ! If our elegant Colonel is to remain 
a cripple, — which Heaven forbid! I declare 
the thought is maddening ! — the very worst 
thing you can do is to sit on the end of his 
sofa and mope. I donH know which it would 
harm more, — you or him. Least of all ought 
you to abstain from deeds of charity; so hear 
about my little girl, and consider what you 
can do for her. 

^^I found her up at Fi'anconia, where we 
spent July and August. Mrs. Bellamy Griffin 
had her as a sort of nursery -governess to those 
scrawny twins of hers. She came in answer 
to an advertisement, and was too inexperienced 
to know that she needed recommendations, so 
Mrs. B. G., with her usual luck, got a treasure 
very cheap. Her French is delicious, and her 
music, — but of that by and by. She isn't 
pretty, but has an unusual sort of face, and 
her manners are captivating. Mrs. Griffixv^^^ 

c 2 
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already so jealous, and afraid somebody would 
steal her prize, that I had the greatest difficulty 
in approaching her; but I was resolute, and 
at last got my way, and extracted from the 
poor little thing a confession of her suflTer- 
ings. 

^^ Mrs. G. was working her to death, and even 
those hideous wenches were authorized to snub 
her. She had taken the place as the first thing 
that offered, because she was in extremity. 
She is a widow, though only twenty-three, and 
her name is Hortense Drown. Her husband 
left no money, and all her other relatives (if a 
husband is a relative; I know some are abso- 
lute, or assume to be sol) are away in Aus- 
tralia, or somewhere at the world^s end. 

"^'What she wants is to support herself by 
teaching music, or by public readings. Tour 
heart will die within you at that word, think- 
ing of all the torments we have undergone, 
both in public and in private, from professed 
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readers, but this, I assure you, is a very dif- 
ferent thing. I fairly coerced the GrifBn, who 
was as mad as any mediaeval one about it, to 
let Mrs. Drown read one evening in the parlours 
of the hotel, and everybody was electrified. 
No rant ; just dramatic enough, exquisite intel- 
ligence, intense feeling perfectly commanded, 
and such a voice ! I'm not entirely sure about 
its being powerful enough for a hall, but for 
a drawing-room, nothing could be more ravish- 
ing. 

'^She would be priceless at your receptions, 
if you resume them, which I hope and pray 
you may have the courage and good sense to 
do ! She herself had conceived the very sen- 
sible idea that the best place for her, as a 
music-teacher would be some moderate-sized 
provincial city (excuse me!) where there are 
wealthy people, but not a great many teachers 
of accomplishments. I think her piano-playing 
pretty good, but not first-rate ; she might have 
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young pupils, but her reading is the main 
point, 

^^ What I want is, that you should ask her to 
Guildford, and just hear her once, and I feel as 
if her fortune would be made. The Colonel 
would not object, I am sure, he is so infinitely 
kind-hearted. And perhaps she might even 
afford him some distraction. Pray write me 
just how he is since your return. I am sum- 
moned. Yours in haste, 

" Lauea Thaybe Wyllys. 

" P. S. — I ought perhaps to say that Peter, 
my husband, with his wonted magnanimity, 
keeps insinuating that I know very little about 
Mrs. Drown. In reality, she is open as the 
day, and her face aind- speech ought to be suffi- 
cient passports anywhere, Peter has just lost 
$15,000 in a Western railway — why did he 
put it there ? I always charged him not ! — 



\ ^and the consequence is that he apprehends the 
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almshouse, and hasn't a good word for any 
creature/* 

Mrs. Pryor was interested. For two mo- 
ments, while she read, she forgot even her 
Alfred, — a thing which she would indignantly 
have declared impossible an hour before. Mrs. 
Wyllys had in fact appealed to her two prin- 
cipal ' foibles, — patronage, and the desire to 
create a social sensation. She had fancied 
these and all other vanities dead within her, 
since the husband, to whose versatile gifts and 
personal fascination she had always felt her 
fame so largely due, had been stricken and 
confined.^ Perhaps the very purest part of the 
pride she had taken in her position had been 
the feeling that it was the joint conquest and 
dual realm of Alfred and herself; and much 
of what is best and worst in conventional 
womanhood, mingled in her feeling of trium- 
phant advantage over Mrs, Anderson, because 
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her rival was notoriously unhappy and incom- 
prise in her domestic relations. 

To be sure, Mrs. Anderson had an exqui- 
sitely pretty daughter, the sight of whom did 
sometimes give Augusta a pang, for she and 
Alfred were childless ; but on the whole Mrs. 
Pryor felt in her perfect harmony with her 
husband, and their frank toleration of one 
another^s vagaries, a tower of strength. And 
now the Greek-godlike physique, in whose 
aspect she had exulted, seemed threatened with 
irretrievable ruin, although life might linger in 
it for many an agonizing year; and never, 
until this hour, had the wife suffered herself to 
doubt that the world was over for her, and her 
true place at the sufferer^s side, until it might 
perhaps please Heaven (for her scepticism was, 
after all, almost pathetically shallow) to amend 
his case. 

But the world, it seemed, and one's respon- 
sibilities in it, were not to be set aside so 
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easily. Her husband himself was tiring of 
her too anxious and sympathetic supervision, 
and, at the same time, the sort of appeal was 
coming to her from without, to which she had 
ever in the past been so ready to respond. 
She looked up, longing to lay the concrete 
case before her lord, but his eyes were closed, 
and his pallor smote her. Then she sighed 
and re-read the letter, and was so fired by a sud- 
den vision she had of a sort of pre-Eaphaelite 
woman in an ivory-white silk, sitting in one 
of the tall carved chairs below, and reading 
Rosetti to a discriminating audience, that she 
spoke before she thought: '' Alfred, just hear 
this ! '' 

He opened his eyes wide, with a very natu- 
ral gleam of fun in them, '^Read on, love,^' 
he said, with soft reproach. ^^Why did you 
keep it from me so long ? '* And Mrs. Wyl- 
lys^ letter followed, postscript and all, with the 
omission of one passage. 
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^^Now, what/' said Mrs. Augusta, '^ ought I 
to do ? '' 

^^ Oh, have her here, by all means ! '^ 

^^ But if I do, I must arrange an evening for 
her, and I cannot have a party in this house 
with you here ! It would be cruel and scan- 
dalous and impossible ! ^' 

"Never you mind the scandal, and I won^t 
mind the cruelty. Don't you see, mon amie, 
it is exactly what I have been urging ? I call 
it one of Rose Anderson's own ' providences/ " 

^' But you observe,'' said Augusta, with reso- 
lute fairness, "that Peter Wyllys appears to 
distrust her. Not that I think much of that. 
He is always so cantankerous." 

" Exactly ! and won't listen to reason about 
his investments ! But it's my belief you had 
better warm a viper or two than be for ever 
embracing my remains." 

" Oh, Alfred ! you pretend to be heartless, 
and I believe you really think me so ! 
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" Never ! ^' he answered, with the sudden and 
sincere gravity which was always so impressive 
in him; ^'but I think, my darling, that your 
only fair chance of happiness, this winter, is 
to fill your great heart, as you have always 
done hitherto, with a hundred active interests 
and cares. Yes, and yoar great house too, if 
you will! Put this girlish widow, whom Fm 
rather impatient to see, in the south chamber, 
and a French marquis or a converted Brahmin 
in the north wing, and fill in with the super- 
fluous old ladies for whom there is no room at 
the Home, and come to me now and then, in 
my lucid intervals, and tell me how they hit it 
off. But don^t make me insist, or I shall turn 
savage in a minute ! '^ 

She rose, half yielding, and wholly in love 
with her husband, and made as if she would kiss 
him again. Could it be that he forestalled her ? 

" Hark ! '' he said, ^^ is not that Belle Eae^s 
voice in the hall ? ^' 
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'^How strangely acute your hearing is, Alf 
dear! I will see/^ 

'^Let her come up, if you like,'' he said. 
'^ Her poses tranquillize me/' 

"With all my heart! . The longer she will 
pose for you the better I shall like it. To tell 
you the truth, I have thought her rather unin- 
teresting lately." 




CHAPTER III. 



AN ANGEL UNAWARES. 



TV /r RS. ANDERSON had been Rose Merri- 
vaJe, famous as a metropolitan belle a 
certain number of years before. She never 
told her age, but concealment did not appear 
to prey upon her. Her beautiful daughter 
was, at least, eighteen; but Mrs. Anderson 
looked so much like her, and so little her 
senior, that they were really sometimes mis- 
taken for one another, and malicious people 
said that no one was more prone to the mis- 
take than Mrs. Anderson herself. '^ And how 
is your mother, dear ? ^' said an old and stately 
friend of the family, on whom Mrs. Anderson 
had called, at a watering-place, the previous 
summer. " Thanks ! '' was the reply, '^ I am 
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my mother/' Mrs. Anderson was rather proud 
of this mot, and liked to have it repeated. 
She did not know that the old lady had abused 
her sharply after she left, both for saying 
'^ thanks/' and for wearing a round hat and a 
masque-veil. ^' Vulgar, girlish affectations ! " 
had been her withering sentence. Mrs. An- 
derson had relatives who felt abundantly au- ' 
thorized to use the former and more offensive 
adjective freely with regard to her arrange- 
ments. 

She had married a man much older than her- 
self, who had not been able to establish her on 
River Avenue, but only to build a spacious 
museum of modern improvements, gorgeous 
with hard wood and fresco, on a corner lot in 
Second Street, nor did he ever come quite to 
understand why she should have accepted that 
residence with ostentatious resignation. 

Certainly Seth Anderson was not a person 
of delicate perceptions. He was practically 
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rather inJulgent to his pretty wife in matters 
of expenditure, but he had a habit of perpetu- 
ally t^^itching the purse-strings, as bad drivers 
do their leins, by way of keeping ever in her 
mind where the authority lay. She had had 
him made a churchwarden, and, though the 
mildest honours were dear to him, he grumbled 
much over the heavy charities which were 
required to maintain their leading position at 
St. Saviour's, 

The portly rector of that important parish 
had been with Mrs. Anderson all the morning 
of the day when Mr. and Mrs. Pryor held 
converse as you know. Mr. Anderson being 
absent for two days at the metropolis. Dr. 
Price had remained to lunch, to which Miss 
Lilian Anderson had descended late from her 
lofty little sitting-room, cold, and mute, and 
lovely, bestowing upon the good Doctor, as sho 
entered, the haughtiest and most artificial of 
dancing-school bows, and watching her mamma 
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while she dispensed sandwiches and urged the 
sheiry with starry blue eyes of alert observa- 
tion. The contrast between her style of man- 
ners and her style of beauty, which was pre- 
cisely that of one of Fra Angelico's angels, 
moved the really genial soul who faced her to 
some inward amusement and a touch of com- 
punction; but when he had taken his courtly 
leave, her mother began to remonstrate. 

'' My darling, how could you treat the dear 
Doctor so rudely ? " 

" Stuff and nonsense, mamma ! ^' replied Miss 
Lily, in the blunt Saxon which leaped so lightly 
from her saintly lips. " I want to know what 
he was here for ? ^^ 

" My child, a thousand things ! We have so 
much to consider at the beginning of what 
must be so hard a winter, and you know 
how the Doctor depends upon my co-opera- 
tion.^' 

'^ I know how dearly poor papsy has to pay 
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for your arrangements; but who is to be Dr. 
Price^s assistant, mamma ? '^ 

Mrs. Anderson perceived that an engage- 
ment was inevitable, and began rapidly to mass 
her forces. " I don^t know, Lily/^ she said, with 
some dignity, ^^ that you, as a young lady, have 
any special interest in that question .^^ 

^^Oh, but indeed I have! you have always 
urged me to interest myself in church matters, 
and now I am beginning to do so. And I 
know quite well, mamma, who has the best 
right to the place, and almost the promise of 
it.'' 

^^ Nobody has either right or promise, child. 
The Doctor will of course have the person 
whom he thinks most likely to promote the 
welfare of the parish; and if Mr. Warburton 
is willing, for the sake of the good he may 
do, to occupy, for a time, a subordinate posi- 
tion—" 

"Mr. Warburton, mamma? That brawny 
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Englislimaii ? ^^ and the young lady raised her 
violet eyes to the lofty ceiling, and looked 
like a Madonna in a trance. 

^^I don't know what you mean by brawny, 
Lily. Mr. Warburton is a young gentleman 
of the very highest breeding, — a specimen of 
a class whom we very seldom have domesti- 
cated among us. He is an ordained clergyman 
of the Church. His uncle is a bishop. He 
came here to study the condition of the poor in 
our great cities — " 

" Then why don't he stay in our great cities, 
and study the poor ? He seems to me to pre- 
fer living on the rich in our little cities. And 
so Charley is to be thrown over for him ! *' 

^' Lily, you amaze me ! How dare you talk 
of Charley and throwing over? How can I 
ever forgive myself for allowing Charles Mason 
to come here so familiarly V 

'^ I think it was by way of doing good you 
had him, mamma. You acted for the best, and 
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could not foresee the consequences. Only you 
need not have deceived him about coming back. 
Uncle Bishop might easily have provided for 
Mr. Warburton, but Charley — '* 

'* I forbid you're calling him Charley !'* 
" Excuse me, mamma, but why ? Are we 
not cousins V^ 

" Second cousins only. No relationship worth 
mentioning/* 

"No, mamma — jfirst cousins, once removed. 
Mr. Warburton himself told me that they name 
the relationship so in England. Do you know, 
mamma, he seems to me an odd sort of mis- 
sionary?" 

" He is a young gentleman — *' 
'' Young ! He's thirty, if he's a day ! " 
" — Whom it is a rare privilege for you to 
meet." 

^'I hope it may be a very rare privilege 
indeed, this winter. Now I must go to my 
music-lesson. Good-bye, mamma 1 

D 2 
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But midway, in the adjustment of her mira- 
culous hat, this pert young person paused, 
darted to her Davenport, and scrawled the 
following succinct note, in the large, rapid 
hand aflfected by the blonde angel of the 
period : — 

*' Dear 0. : — Don't set your heart on the 
place at St. Saviour's. Mamma is plotting 
with Dr. Price to have that Englishman, whom 
you saw at the orchard-party in September, 
You thought he could not be a clergyman, 
but he is, very much so indeed; and I'm afraid 
it's all over. You know I am sorry. 

^^ Yours always, L." 

As the young lady poised this missive in her 
slim, gloved hand, ready for a dexterous shot 
into the slit of the next public mail-box, she 
was aware of swift and mighty footsteps just 
around the comer, and the shadow of a lifted 
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hat on the pavement at her feet, and looking up 
she reeeired a bow — ^which she had the taste 
to admire, and resolved that Charley should 
learn — from a fair man of excellent though 
unusually large proportions, and an air of un- 
qualified distinction. Her acknowledgment of 
the salute was slight enough, and she receded 
half a step as if to facilitate his passing, but his 
own intentions appeared doubtful. He halted, 
and murmured that the day was fine, 

" It is very cold, I think,'^ said Miss Anderson, 
with an air of politely smothered intentness upon 
her destination. 

'' Ah, yes ! Of course ! Expected in the 
States at this season. Don^t let me detain you. 
Would you mind telling me if I should find 
Mrs. Anderson at home just now ?'' 

" Mamma was there when I left,^' the young 
lady answered, sweeping onward with an ex- 
ceedingly oblique bow. Midway of the next 
block she met Emily Kichards. 
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"Was not tliat,^* inquired this observant 
young woman, "the noble Briton f And they 
say he is actually to remain here this winter, in 
benighted Guildford, and hold mission ser- 
vices, and help Dr. Price generally. WTiy, it 
will be as good as a curate in a novel ! Is it 
not wonderful, the way our pleasures are pro- 
vided for? Why, as our rector observes, do 
we ever despond? A live English gentleman 
and philanthropist is furnished us, just as we 
hear that Colonel Pryor will not go out this win- 
ter ! Is it not sad that the dear Colonel is no 
better ? But I forgot, Lily, that you hate him. 
Tell me, however, is this true about milord ? 
Tou know, of course ! '' And Miss Bichards 
took breath. 

" Who says it ?'* demanded Lily. 

" Who says everything ? The Faxons, natu- 
rally, and George Aspinwall. The rest of us 
are but base imitators of them. Heavens, 
Lily ! What makes you look so wrathful ? '^ 
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'^ Oh ! ^' replied the young lady, resuming her 
seraphic expression. '^ I'm cross. Yes '' — with 
a sigh — " I suppose it is true/' 

Meanwhile the athlete strode onward, and 
Mrs. Anderson, who had retired in some dis- 
turbance of mind to her own little boudoir, 
saw him coming from its commanding bow-win- 
dow, and was glad. She took his card with a 
smile, paused only to throw a fleecy white shawl 
over her blue silk-clad shoulders — for the 
November day had darkened, and was really 
chill, and fires had not yet all their winter fervour 
-and was presently bidding him welcome in her 
drawing-room with all the soft and easy cordiality 
peculiar to her manner as a hostess. She was 
even good enough to reproach him with not 
coming to lunch. 

" Many thanks ! '' replied the young English- 
man, dropping his fine eyes for an instant, 
" but I was engaged elsewhere.'' 

His modesty gave her an undefined notioix 
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that he had been " prospecting '' in the unsavoury 
districts which were to be the principal scene 
of his enlightened labours; and "how easily/' 
she reflected, " does philanthropy sit on a man 
of his traditions ! ^' 

" I need not tell you/' she said, with her 
justly celebrated smile, as she dropped into a 
low arm-chair and admired the careless ease 
with which her visitor appropriated a small 
sofa to his long person, and flung his white 
hand over the satin arm, " I need not tell you 
how deeply grateful I felt, this morning, when 
our good rector told me that you had almost 
consented to remain with us this winter. You 
will lighten the dear man's labours, and give 
him the benefit of your practical experience, 
in this immense and diflSicult parish of his. It 
seems an extraordinary sacrifice for a man in 
your position." 

" Do not mention that," said Mr. Warburtcn 
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with a faint blush, which became his fair coun- 
tenance well. 

'•'But since you have given your life to this 
good work, and are here in America partly for 
the purpose- 
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" Yes," said Mr. Warburton, with becoming 
gravity, '^ I have seen something of the English 
poor.'' 

^^ You held a London curacy, I think ? '' 

" I worked in a city parish for two years. I 
have seen sights there such as I shaQ not see in 
Guildford, I fancy.'' 

" You really think the condition of our poor 
less wretched than your own ? " 

"In a place like Guildford, undoubtedly. 
Perhaps they are as badly off in your largest 
cities and great manufacturing towns." 

"It is a noble work!" sighed Mrs. Ander- 
son, vaguely enthusiastic, and fixing her fine 
eyes on her guest with a look of complete 
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and rather affecting appreciation, ^^ but we shall 
try to make your sojourn among us as tolerable 
as possible, and not to let you feel yourself too 
much an exile/^ 

'' Oh, I like America,^' said the young man, 
'^and the Americans. They seem uncommonly 
civil and cordial to strangers/^ 

'^ Not to all, I fear,^^ replied the lady, with an 
emphasis which was obviously flattering. ^^ Or 
rather,'^ she added, ^^ I ought to say, that I hope 
we are beginning to discriminate a little among 
those whom we receive into our homes and our 
hearts. Our reckless hospitality in the past has 
been a positive foible. We have welcomed every 
one, almost, without inquiry ; and you would 
never believe, my dear Mr. Warburton, how fear- 
fully we have been imposed upon ! " 

'' Ah, how so ? '' 

'' By foreigners, who have come to us under 
false pretences. You must know that every- 
thing connected with the Old World has really 
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been so fascinating to us ; and especially every- 
thing which seemed to savour of that social state 
and dignity which our forefathers renounced 
for us ^^ — 

Mrs. Anderson became conscious that she 
was confounding our forefathers with our god- 
fathers, and paused, a little bewildered; but 
her guest seemed to divine her meaning. 

" Ah, I see j noblemen, and that sort of thing. 
You mean that persons have assumed titles 
which did not belong them. I should say they 
would be much more likely to drop those they 
have; {oc you know, Mrs. Anderson, more 
or less of those fellows are really coming here 
now. They are curious to see the country 
which did not go to pieces when they ex- 
pected.'^ 

" And desired, — ^is it not so ? Ah, Mr. War- 
burton, you were rather cruel to us during the 
war V 

'^ I admit that we were unfair to the North. A 
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good deal of twaddle was talked about Soutli- 
em chivalry, and nobody took the trouble to 
question it, — I mean among gentlemen. There 
were plenty of cads who were fierce in your 
behalf, as I can testify. But we see our blun- 
der now, and are ready to make you our most 
dogged apology.'' 

^^ It is quite unnecessary, I assure you,'' said 
Mrs. Anderson sweetly. " You and I, at least, 
my dear Mr. Warburton, have had no quarrel. 
And I ought perhaps to say," she added, out 
of the lady-like instinct which was really in her, 
and only overlaid by her innocent aflfectations, 
" that when I spoke of being deceived, I did 
not mean merely with regard to the rank of 
the strangers who visit us, but their actual 
character. It has sometimes seemed as if no 
foreigner ever came here, who did not ulti- 
mately prove to be under some sort of cloud. 
And this is why," she pursued, with her 
utmost warmth of accent and radiance of ex- 
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pression, ''we are so particularly happy to 
welcome one whose credentials are unquestion- 
able, and the self-devotion of whose purposes 
puts us all to shame/' 

Mr. Warburton bowed. " You are very good/' 
he said, with a glimmer of his white teeth, 
" and I'm very lucky not to be confounded with 
the rascals. As to rank," he added, smiling 
more broadly, ''I'm sorry to say that my father 
is a baronet, and a deucedly poor one, — par- 
don me ! — and I'm only his third son." 

" Where is your family seat ?" inquired Mrs. 
Anderson, blandly overlooking the unclerical 
adverb. 

" In Sussex. I have a small picture of the 
house here. Perhaps you would like to see it." 
And he produced from a pocket a lacquered 
case and a six-inch photograph, which, rising, 
he submitted to Mrs. Anderson. It repre- 
sented an ancient stone mansion, with a drive 
and a grass-plat, and a cedar of Lebanon, and 
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a glimpse of some fine oaks^ at a little distance^ 
on the left. 

''How very English, and how very charm- 
ing!" cried the lady. ^'Ah, did you know 
that you gave me two cards ? But perhaps I 
ought not to have seen the other, Mr. Warbur- 
ton," and before she had finished the words 
Mrs. Anderson had received an impression of 
an exceedingly picturesque head, with a sort 
of Spanish veil thrown over it, and had con- 
trived to turn the carte enough to see that 
there was indeed a London name on the 
reverse. 

Mr. Warburton certainly looked embar- 
rassed, and stammered more, even, than is 
Anglican. 

'^ Oh ! — Ah ! — I did not know, — I believe 
— Allow me, madam. Yes, — ^tis a cousin of 
mine, but ^tis of no consequence ! " 

Mrs. Anderson politely forbore to smile at 
the classic quotation, merely observing, as she 
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gave up the card, " She, at least, does not look 
English. Spanish rather, or Provenjal. Some- 
thing excessively Latin. How odd and pretty 
that drapery is ! " 

"Private theatricals,^^ the young man ex- 
plained. " It was taken in character ; '^ but 
the photograph was already restored to its 
hiding-place. 

Mrs.^ Anderson made a passing resolution 
not to forget it ; but she thought that inge- 
nuous shyness of her guest, combined with so 
much savoir faire, quite captivating, and she 
gave him the warmest and widest of invitations, 
when presently he took his leave. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



ANOTHEB. 



A MONTH later, on the second week in 
December, Augusta Pryor found herself 
pledged to the introduction of Mrs. Drown. 
The interesting stranger was, in fact, expected 
that very evening, and Mrs. Pryor had just 
been superintending, in person, the last touches 
of preparation in the cherry bedroom where 
the wanderer was to ^bide. Now it had oc- 
curred to her that it was high time to be 
writing the invitations for Mrs. Drown^s read- 
ing; for though Guildford was not strenuous 
about a whole week^s notice, it always liked 
some days to obviate other engagements, when 
an evening at the Pryors^ was in question. 

So the lady of the house was now sitting in 
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a deep alcove of the library with a quire of 
cream-laid paper untouched before her, and a 
somewhat heavy heart. Always in past years, 
except when he was absent in the army — 
and then she had received little formal com- 
pany — her leisurely lord had done this service 
for her. Everything about her spoke of him; 
for the room was his favourite. The curiously- 
convenient writing-table, at which she sat, he 
himself had designed. Those groups of little 
water-colour sketches were his own reminis- 
cences of journeys and campaigns, for ho was 
clever with his pencil. The binding of the 
books, the priceless bric-a-brac, the rich, deep 
shades of green and blue that were blended in 
the walls and draperies, were all the expression 
of his fancy. Above the generous and rather 
grandly-appointed fireplace hung that ironically 
handsome portrait of herself (so Mrs. Augusta 
thought), every stroke of which he had most 
anxiously superintended. 

Ik 
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And here she was, among the mementos of 
his taste, beginning to live the old life without 
him. The old life ? Oh, no ! How altered 
must all things be in the absence of that bright 
and versatile spirit which, to the wife's mind, 
had animated all. For a moment, her sense of 
loss and separation had the bitterness of death 
itself. ^^I am acting as if he were dead, and 
had long been dead ; '' she said to herself, and 
the poignant sadness of the thought paralyzed 
even her energies. When presently Annette, 
the little maid, beginning now to know that 
her mistress was not always as awful as she 
appeared, announced Miss Rae and Miss Faxon, 
Mrs. Pryor, although she frowned a little at 
the latter name, arose, and met them almost 
eagerly. 

^^ You are come just in time to help me, 
girls, ^' she said in her sovereign way. " Belle, 
my dear, you know I am unused to this sort of 
thing, and you are both of you such idle crea- 
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tures. Come here^ and write my invitations 
for Mrs. Drown^s reading ! ^^ 

" Oh, not I, Mrs. Pryor ! '' objected Annie 
Faxon, in her falsetto tones — foolish, but ever 
voluble — '' I write the most shocking hand 1 '^ 

''It will answer, I dare say,^' said Mrs. Au- 
gusta carelessly, proceeding to make another 
place at the writing-table, and provide a second 
pen. " Here is the list. The simplest formula 
possible, Belle.^^ 

Oh, really!^' pursued the fatuous Faxon, 

you must excuse me; I should so like to be 
of use, but I have an engagement.^^ 

'' Certainly, Miss Faxon. And you, Isabel ? *' 

" No,^' replied dignified Belle, in her delibe- 
rate manner, '' I have none. I can write.^' 

Then she drew off her gloves, and laid her 
fur aside, and lifted and fingered, with some 
hesitation, a loosely-twisted paper which she 
had laid upon the table. ''Here are some 
rather choice rosebuds.'^ 

E a 
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" For the Colonel ? ^^ inquired Mrs. Pryor, 
absently. " Yes, I will take them. I hear his 
bell now. But he positively complains, some- 
times, that he is half suffocated with flower- 
scent.*' 

Miss Faxon laughed, when the door had 
closed behind the departing lady. ''Is that 
what you call gracious and tender ? '' she asked. 
''Overbearing thing 1 What a goose yOu are. 
Belle, to slave for her ! '^ 

" I don^t see any slavery in writing a few 
notes for one to whom we are all so much in- 
debted. And if you fancy her unfeeling, it's 
because you don't know her. She was ready 
to cry when she asked us to write, at the 
thought that the Colonel used to do all this. 
That was why she was so abrupt.'' 

"Nonsense 1 Some one told George As- 
pinwall that Dr. Witherspoon said that Colonel 
Pryor's affection was almost purely nervous, 
and immensely aggravated by that overpower- 
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ing wife of his. K she could be taken away 
from him, they said, his chance would be much 
better/' 

''I would not tell that in this house, if I 
were you/' said Miss Rae, with rising colour. 
" It was George Aspinwall who used to insist 
that the Colonel was a coward/' 

Then Miss Faxon took her leave ; and Isabel 
wrote for an hour, carefully, patiently, ele- 
gantly. 

At the end of that time Mrs. Pryor re- 
appeared, her face changed and bright, and 
her manner at its warmest. 

*' You dear girl I " she said ; " what a deal 
you have done! How can I thank you? And 
now I am so happy and encouraged! When 
. Alfred learned that you were here, he said he 
would like you to come and read to him. It 
is weeks since he has been able to hear read- 
ing. If he can listen to you, it will be a 
positive gain. And then you will stay and 
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dine with me, Isabel, and be the first to see 
the prodigy/^ 

So Miss Rae had her reward. 

Night had faUen, and snow was beginning to 
fall, stealthily, but thick and fast; so that 
when Mrs. Augusta, startled out of a five 
minutes^ reverie at the library fireside, by 
what seemed the sound of an arrival in the 
hall, arose, and . herself opened the • door of the 
room, she was met by the impulsive rush of a 
tiny figure, with a fleecy powder all over its 
black garments, and large eyes of so singular 
a lustre that it looked, even to the unromantic 
mind, like some captured spirit of the winter 
night. Augusta opened her lips for her well- 
prepared greeting, but was forestalled. 

'^ Ah, it is Mrs. Pryor ! ^^ exclaimed the sprite. 
*^ I know it ! Dear madam, will you not speak 
to the hack man ? '' (She made two words of 
it.) '' I cannot tell what he means, and he is 
very angry ! '^ 
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'^ Where is Grant ?^^ Mrs. Piyor asked of 
Annette, whom the inside man had left in 
temporary charge of the hall-door; and that 
functionary reappearing on the moment, she 
bade him appease the indignant orator in the 
vestibule, whatever his grievance, and, turn- 
ing again to her guest, said, '' And this is Mrs. 
Drown ? '' 

'^T^s, it is I, and so cold! May I not go 
to the fire ? ^' She was full of gesture, and 
stretched out her morsels of hands towards the 
great blaze on the library hearth, as she spoke. 
" Ah, this is good ! What a beautiful room ! 
It is not like an American room, madam. I 
think I am far away ! ^^ 

Mrs. Pryor began to be fascinated. ^^Will 
you not rest here before Annette shows you your 
room ? ^^ she said, in her friendlier tones of 
welcome, beginning to unfasten, with her own 
hands, the damp wrappings of the stranger, 
and. feeling herself more colossal than ever, as 
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the sliape of a veritable fairy was revealed in a 
mouming-gowii of heavy stuff, severely plain in 
fashion, but fitting marvellously. 

'^ No, I will go,^^ answered little Mrs. Drown, 
putting up her hand to her soft, rippling black 
hair. " You are kind. Thank you 1 '' she added, 
like a child who remembers its manners, ^'but 
I am never tired. When shall I come down 
again ? ^' 

" We dine in half an hour,*' Mrs. Pryor ex- 
plained. 

" And that is good ! " said the new-comer 
with a confiding smile, and dropping her rather 
astonished patroness a slight curtsey as she 
turned away, " for I am also very hungry.'' 

One of the most imperious of Mr. Pryor^s 
invalid fancies required that Augusta, at her 
solitary meals, should suspend nothing of their 
accustomed table ceremony. When, therefore, 
the two ladies met again, and were joined by 
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Miss Bae^ it was under the impartial blaze of 
the big dining-room chandelier. Mrs. Drown 
had altered the arrangement of her curling hair, 
drawing it quaintly to the very top of her 
graceful head with an unusually tall comb, as 
if resolute to increase her height. The stiff, 
mannish lines of linen at her throat and wrists 
were also immaculate, and by contrast with 
these, one saw that her skin was very brown. 
Her nose was flat, and a trifle ^^ tip-tilted.^^ Her 
lips thin, but scarlet, and they parted over 
perfect teeth ; and her remarkable eyes — though 
set at an Oriental angle, and of a peculiar 
light, almost yellowish hue — sparkled with vivid 
intelligence. 

As soon as they were seated, and the soup 
passed, the hostess turned to Miss Rae. '^ And 
the reading, BeUe,^^ she said, a little anxiously, 
" how did it prosper ? " 

Isabel shook her head slightly, with the 
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deepening colour which constantly annoyed her- 
self^ and was indeed a little incongruous with her 
proud and finished manners. 

^^ The Colonel is very polite, Mrs. Pryor, and I 
am very stupid/^ she said ingenuously, ^^ but I 
did discover at last how much I tired him.'' 

^^And then'' (afifectionately) ^^I suppose he 
asked you to sit still and let him look at you ? " 

^^ It is very absurd/' said Miss Rae, who was 
not in the least vain, yet could never turn a 
compliment lightly, " that he is always fancying 
me like some picture or statue." 

" Have you been abroad ? " Mrs. Pryor turned 
to say to the stranger, but was met by so very 
inquisitive a look of the lucid eyes, that she 
began, instead, to explain her husband's helpless 
and sufiering condition. 

^er protegoy however, interrupted her. 

'^ I know, I know," she said, " Mrs. Wyllys 
told me." 

The rapid nodding of her small head seemed 
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natural and graceful as that of a flower upon 
the stalk j yet it did occur to Mrs. Pryor 
that, but for a certain oddity and exquisiteness 
in the creature, she would have thought her a 
little rude. And the impression was deepened 
when Mrs. Drown turned to Isabel, and said 
abruptly, — 

'^ You do not modulate your tones. I mean,^' 
she added, with a candid air, when the young 
lady bent on her a look of some amazement, 
but did not answer, ^^you have not notes 
enough. See how many I have in my common 
talk ! ^^ (This was true, although neither of 
her auditors was sufficiently musical to have 
noticed it before.) " But you have one or two 
only; and the pitch is too high. That is why you 
weary the sick gentleman.^' 

She paused with a benignant expression, and 
then added, as on a second courteous after- 
thought, ^^ Pardon me, miss ! " 

Miss Eae,^' said the hostess, thinking that 
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she hesitated for the name. And then her 
interrupted question recurred to her, but she put 
it in an altered form. 

" You must have lived a good deal abroad ? ^' 

"Always.'^ 

^^Were you bom there? Mrs. Wyllys said, 
or I fancied she said, that you were a country- 



woman.'' 
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Mrs. Wyllys did not ask/' was the cheerful 
and complete reply, on which there ensued a 
slightly awkward pause. 

It was the new-comer who seemed to feel 
that a certain stiffness about the other two made 
it incumbent upon her to reopen conversation, 
which she did in this wise : — 

"I have always thought that the American 
ladies pitch the voice too high. It is a great 
pity, for it makes unquiet those who hear, and 
it injures the organ. It is not so with all. 
You, madam," — to Mrs. Pryor — ^^have a noble 
contralto, large and rich, but still too mono- 
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tonous. Why not more variety ? A low pitch, 
and yet variety. That is what makes the voice 
in speech agreeable. If I would read to your 
saffering husband, madam, you should see that 
he will not be weary/' And she glanced swiftly 
from one rather irresponsive lady to the other, 
and nodded with the glimmer of a smile. " Va- 
riety of tone'' — she repeated — ^^if I have any- 
thing good in my reading, it is variety of 
tone." 

'^ After all," thought Mrs. Augusta, ^^it is 
rather graceful in her to introduce her business 
in this way." And, lapsing into the manner of 
sympathetic and therefore not offensive patron- 
age which had become a second nature to her, 
she told Mrs. Drown of the arrangements which 
had been made for a reading in her own house, 
before the elite of Guildford. 

Mrs. Drown was thoroughly simple and frank 
in her expressions of gratitude. ^' You are kind, 
madam," she said, ^' and I shall read as well as 
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possible. And then if tlie company is pleased, 
they will perhaps hear me again in some theatre 
or hall. You think I cannot fill a great space, 
because I am so petite, but you will see. I have 
power. And do you know,'' she continued, 
engagingly, ^*what I desire most of all is to 
have classes — of ladies, it is understood — and to 
teach them — I think it is not called reading, but 
— elocution.'' 

Mrs. Pryor warmly approved this plan, and 
felt her faith in the new-comer reviving. ^'It 
would not be surprising," she said, ^^if you 
found a number of pupils. A good many of 
us, I fancy," she added, turning to Isabel, 
'^ would like to be made less monotonous." 
And she was almost vexed at the profoundly 
indifferent manner of that young lady's re- 
sponse. 

Dinner being over. Miss Eae took an early 
leave; and Augusta lingered with her for a 
moment in the little reception-room, where she 
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donned her wraps, wliile Grant waited in the 
hall to attend her to her home, three doors 
lower down on the Avenue. '^What an odd 
creature it is!'' she said, "but with a sort of 
fascination I" 

" She is very strange indeed. She is French, 
don't you think ?" 

^^A foreigner, evidently; at least by birth 
and habitual speech. Her idioms are un- 
English, and particularly un-Yankee. But she 
is extremely piquante, and appears to have ideas. 
I anticipate something from her reading. I 
must make Alfred see her. I should so like to 
know how she would strike him. Good-night, 
my dear !" 

And Mrs. Augusta returned to the library, 
where she found her other guest nearly buried 
in the depths of the Colonel's favourite loung- 
ing-chair. Whereupon, issuing a kind but ap- 
parently superfluous command that the small 
stranger should be entirely at home, she apolo- 
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gized, briefly, for herself hastening to her 
husband. 

But Mrs. Drown, when she was left alone, slid 
out from among the ibis-hued velvet cushions, 
patting them approvingly as she did so, and 
stepped lightly about the room, examining 
and often touching the curiosities, and pausing, 
from time to time, to regard, with much con- 
tent, the general effect. She made a similar 
tour of her bedroom, when left alone in that for 
the night, and the result of her reflections was 

this: — 

^^ It is a fine house, and a good, soft-hearted 
lady, though so proud. I shall stay here a 
long time; and, by and by, I will see the 
master.^' 



CHAPTER V. 



CHIEFLY CHORAL. 



nr^HE reading at Mrs. Pryor's was to be on 
Sunday night. Augusta had long ago 
appropriated that evening for a variety of rea- 
sons. She was less likely then than on secular 
nights to be interfered with by the plans of 
others. She had, I must confess, a rather 
childish pleasure in proclaiming her own and 
Alfred's independence of Sabbatarian preju- 
dices; and she did not regret as much as she 
ought to have done the extreme embarrassment 
which her whim sometimes occasioned to Mrs. 
Anderson — now that there were diplomatic 
relations between them — or the real trouble 
of conscience entailed upon some of the more 
serious-minded of that lady's immediate follow- 
ing. 
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On the present occasion Mrs. Rose experi- 
enced unusual perplexity. ^^It is a charitable 
occasion in a way/^ she said to her daughter, 
'^and therefore I think I ought to accept. 
Your papa, of course, will do as he likes, but 
he probably will not go, — ^nor will you care 
for it, Lily. And Mr. Warburton certainly 
must not.^' 

"Does Mr. Warburton wish it?^' inquired 
Lily, with the utmost width of her violet eyes. 

Now Mr. Warburton, who was already estab- 
lished with Dr. Price at St. Saviour^s, had rooms, 
of course, in a grim boarding-house upon the 
hill. But he passed his days, that is to say, 
his leisure hours, at the Rectory and at Mrs. 
Anderson's; and chiefly, it must be confessed, 
with the latter. The Doctor, who was much 
absorbed that winter in exegetical studies, bear- 
ing upon his famous "Refutation of Colenso,'' 
thought Mr. Warburton a very good worker, 
and Mrs. Anderson frequently found him a 
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most appropriate and acceptable escort for 
Lilian and herself; and "liked/^ as she said, 
"to show him what was best^^ in "our crude 
American society/' He had shown himself 
tolerant of crudity, and quite willing, on the 
reopening of the Pryor mansion, gracefully to 
conform to the customs of a heathen land. But 
Mrs. Rose knew that though all things may be 
lawful for a high-bred, but rather low-church 
young divine, all things are not expedient; 
and, in her softest and most circuitous fashion, 
she had told him so, and he had been ad- 
vised. 

But Lily was less docile. She was totally 
indififerent to the reading, having a wholesome 
preference for dancing-parties; and, oddly co- 
existent with that frivolous taste, certain ex- 
tremely private leanings toward preternatural 
strictness. She had once heard Mr. Charles 
Mason, then a student at the suburban college 
say that the Pryors did not show their usual 
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good taste in that '^aggressive latitudinarian- 
ism '' of theirs ; and this she had understood to 
mean the Sunday parties, and had thought it 
sounded very well. Moreover, one of her own 
most cherished whims had long been-as Miss 
Richards had once hinted — a dislike of the 
idolized Colonel. But the Colonel would cer- 
tainly not be visible on the evening in ques- 
tion, and Mr. Warburton as certainly would be 
visible in their own drawing-room, ten minutes 
after the close of evening service. And there- 
fore — 

''I mean to go myself, mamma,'' said the 
young lady with a look of heavenly peace. 

'^I would rather you did not. Of course I 
shall not forbid it.'' 

'^ Why, no, mamma, since you are going." 

''But I fancied you would not desire it. I 
have always been pleased that you seemed not 
to be infected by the craze of the. other young 
people about the Pryors." 
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''I don't know that I am infected by any 
craze; but this time I want to go. So please 
accept for ns both^ mamma/' 

^' You will wear your darkest silk, then, Lily, 
Full dress on these occasions I cannot counte- 



nance. 

'^Tes, indeed! My claret with the yelvet 
vest is the most becoming gown I have.'' 

The pretty mother regarded her prettier 
daughter curiously for a moment, and then 
sighed; wondering why she, of all blameless 
women, should have had a child whom she 
vaguely felt to be incorrigible. But of course 
Lily went to Mrs. Fryer's. 

Meanwhile, that energetic lady had had her 
own trials. It had been one to sit down alone, 
on the morning after Mrs. Drown's arrival, and 
listen to a specimen of her performance, un- 
guided by that fastidious criticism which hitherto 
had been always at hand, to regulate her own 
decisions. 
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She had cherished, up to the last moment, a 
faint hope that the trial reading might take 
place in her husband's room; but when the 
time came the experiment seemed out of the 
question, and she was fain to depend upon her 
own judgment. 

And, sooth to say, that bristling faculty was 
disarmed and taken captive by the very first 
strophe which Mrs. Drown uttered. There 
entered into her ever-varying intonations a 
pathos, deepening occasionally into passion, 
which was wholly at variance with' aught sug- 
gested by her ordinary manner; yet the reader 
never obtruded herself. Her lovely vocaliza- 
tion was like a transparent garment which 
emphasized rather than veiled the beauties of 
the author^s meaning, and lent it grace and 
unity. 

Mrs. Pryor listened, first with relief, then 
with positive exultation, forecasting the enthu- 
siasm of the really discriminating circle whom 
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she loved to please, and assured future for the 
fragile and solitary young woman, and most of 
all — true heart that she was — the possible 
efifect, some time, of those witching tones upon 
the shattered nerves whose pain seemed con- 
stantly to accuse her own vigour. But then, 
after Augusta had expressed her approbation 
with an emphasis which did not appear to 
impress Mrs. Drown very deeply, came the 
question of arranging a programme for the 
first reading. 

'^Tou say I must read something grave and 
quiet, madam, because it is the Sunday.^' 

" It will be better. I have asked every one, 
and I do not want people offended when they 
are actually in my house.^' 

'^I comprehend. I must not read out of a 

play/' 

^^I think not. Yet you read Shakespeare 
gloriously. We might possibly select some- 
thing from Shakespeare.^ 
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'^I can read Juliet best,^' said Mrs. Drown, 
with simplicity. 

'^Perhaps we had better confine ourselves to 
the modems, whom all the young people know 
by heart.^' 

'^ Ah, I love the moderns ! Mr. Morris and 
Mr. Eossetti, and that wonderful Mr. Swin- 
burne ! Pray, madam, let me read you the 
Defence of Ouinevei^ey — I shall make you 
weep.^' 

^^I did not mean that newest school pre- 
cisely, but Tennyson and the Brownings, and 
some of our own poets. You would read 
Evangeline charmingly.'^ 

Mrs. Drown explained that she had never 
studied Mr. Eobert Browning. '^It is too hor- 
ribly unmusical! I cannot utter it!'' — ^with a 
shrug of dismissal — '^and your own poets are 
so tame I I have read the sonnets from the 
Portuguese, and Vivien, and JEnonc, with much 
praise. Will you hear ^none ? 
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Mrs. Pryor was perhaps a little deficient in 
humour, yet a fleeting suspicion did visit her 
that she was being quizzed. But the sable 
garments and meekness of the drooping head, 
to which she lifted her haughty eyes, seemed 
to make the thought unpardonable, and a list 
of '^ numbers,'^ was at last arranged, which was, 
at all events, to include Wordsworth's Ode to 
Immortality, The Cry of the Children, The 
Psalm of Life, and copious extracts from 
Elaine, 

Little by little these arrangements were com- 
municated to the patient in his prison, but this 
was one of his most miserable weeks, and he 
was, for a time, obstinately languid and indif- 
ferent. 

At last, however, some of the quaintness 
of manner and speech which Augusta de- 
scribed seemed to catch his fancy, and when 
she remarked, with a countenance of grave 
anxiety, that the little artiste would have liked 
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to read the Defence of Guinevere, he fairly 
laughed. 

" I don^t know the poem/^ he said, '*' but the 
title is picturesque. I think you have caught 
a curiosity this time, mon ami. Are you quite 
sure her reading is unusual ? '^ 

''I am sure it is unparalleled. Oh, Alfred, 
if you would only hear her read three stanzas ! 
You would find it so different from my middle- 
aged croak, or Isabel Rae^s boarding-school 
mouthing ! '^ 

^^ Belle is a beautiful girl, and I won't have 
her abused. No, no ! I can't see a stranger, 
and I won't have a stranger see me. But tell 
me all about her, and never mind my occa- 
sional brutality ! " Then he kissed the tips of 
his fingers to her, and Augusta went her busy 
way. 

The momentous evening came, and some of 
my young chorus may tell you how it passed 
off. 
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'* Didn't I say so, Harry ?'' — inquired George 

# 

Aspinwall, as McArthur, who was, as yet, a 
little restless under peace and civic conditions, 
wandered inttf the lawyer's oflSce on Monday 
morning — ^^ didn't I tell you that Madam 
would arise like a phoenix, and not be with- 
held from promoting the general good by petty 
private considerations ? Success attend her ! 
I never passed a pleasanter evening at the 
Pryors than last night. Wasn't that rather a 
first-class performance ?" 

*'It was good reading, certainly. I wonder 
who the reader is, and where she came from ?" 

'^ She's been on the stage, I fancy," said 
Aspinwall. 

^^I don't believe it. If she had ever been 
on, she would not now be off. She has just 
the sort of original fire, and superiority to rant, 
which ought to be priceless upon the stage." 

"Ought to be, but are not. People don't 
know the difference. And when thev don't, 

mi ^ 
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you'll observe, they always like the sham thing 
best. This Mrs. What's-her-name may have 
had a theatrical training. But she's a lady/' 

"Is she? I wasn't sure. There's a mighty 
difference between men and women about that 
thing ; and there's a very finical sort of woman 
who isn't a lady at all. Do ladies have so 
many sideways looks ? " 

"Mona Lisa did; and Mona Lisa was what 
some folks call ' very much of a lady.' I sup- 
pose where their eyes are not set level, they 
can't help it. But I've a notion that this one 
would be a match for any lady-killer. Fcut 
example! We got on very well, last night, 
without His Grace." 

"The world gets on very well without 
anybody. ^ Close ranks ! ' is the order. Your 
greatest folly is to imagine that you would be 
missed." 

"I know who does miss the Colonel in 
society, though, and has barely self-command 
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enough not to mope for him. It's not 
Mrs. P/' 

'^ Who, then ?'" 

'^ Oh, come ! You know she was deucedly 
distant and distraite last evening ! " 

" I know I hate that sort of jest. There isn't 
a girl of my acquaintance who deserves the 
imputation of moping for any married man.'' 

^' Heavens I What a Paladin we are ! But 
I meant nothing tragic. I'll tell you what I 
did mean. How shall I put it ? If I say that 
the Colonel has, in some sort, demoralized all 
the girls in our set, I suppose you'll call me 
out." 

'' Calling out is not the mode now-a-days. By 
Jove, I often wish it were I But I should 
advise you to explain yourself." 

^^Well, then. He has used them, one and 
all, and your particular goddess, I opine, most 
of aU— " 

" If you mean Miss Eae, say so ! I'm. ivat» 
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ashamed to be known as her worshipper. In 
that case, there's an old and close intimacy 
between the families. She^s at the Pryors' 
every day of her life.^^ 

" Exactly ! But there's no need to particu- 
larize. He has made use of them all, more or 
less, to practise his double-distilled gallantries 
upon. He has accustomed them to a subtle 
and studied sort of flattery, which makes ordi- 
nary admiration flat and distasteful to them. 
He has made them acutely, and in some cases 
overweeningly, conscious of all their personal 
attractions, and he has set up such a prepos- 
terously high standard of chivalry — and aU 
that blarney — ^' 

" You're jealous, George, as Fm alive ! Can 
a man help it, that he has a handsomer face 
than you or I, and manners so fine that ours 
are awkward beside them ? '' 

" 'Tis not alone the standard of manners he 
has established, but the code of sentimentality. 
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He has created an artificial taste for an expen- 
sive stimulant. He has invested himself with 
snch a delicious atmosphere of refinement and 
romance, that light-pated young girls are made 
fools who breathe it, and they shiver ever after 
in all common air. Why they trot in squads 
to Pym's greenhouse now, and spend all their 
pin-money buying him flowers ! '' 

'' What ' becomes of the pins ? ' I wonder ; so 
long as they go in squads, there^s no great 
harm done.*^ 

"But it has all been a piece of iniquitous 
self-indulgence on the man's part. He revels 
in the first freshness and sweetness of his 
young lady friends, — I hate the term between 
man and woman I The Troubadour, I believe, 
always called his lady-love amie ! — ^and never 
cares that the early bloom is for ever brushed 
oflf their affections.'* 

" Whew ! Who's romantic now, I wonder ! 
Honestly, George, that cynical spirit of yours 
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misleads you, as I have known it to do in 
other cases. Colonel Pryor is the most amiable 
man alive. In fact, there's the only danger.^' 

" So you own there is danger ! ^' 

"There may have been once; of the senti- 
mental sort and to the feeble-minded. But the 
hero is down now, and I can't feel it manly to 
kick him.'' 

" So I said last year, but ' being dead he yet 
squeaketh,' as they put it on somebody's tomb- 
stone. Hang it ! if I don't think him more 
pernicious now, as an interesting invalid, than 
he used to be upon his legs. Girls are such 
geese ! " 

'^ Let's pity and forgive them ! All the girls 
I know are good and bright girls ; and my old 
commander — whom I salute for his bravery — 
is a man of honour and of common sense." 

" He's egregiously weak in spots." 

"So am I ! Not many fellows are armed at 
all points as you are, George.' 
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"Fire away ! But you know Fve told the 
truth/' 

''You have distorted it. And now let us 
quit the subject of the girls and their hero/' 

'' Their carpet-knight, you mean/' 

" Well, quit him ! and tell me what I am to 
set about doing. Shall I read law, or open a 
singing-school, or go on a Choctaw mission? 
' My country 'tis of thee ' that I can't settle to 
any rational employment, and seem to have 
lost the knack of making a living." 



I 



CHAPTER VI. 

AT THE PfiYOES\ 

TV yT RS. ANDERSON and Mrs. Pryor met 
in the street one day, in the week fol- 
lowing Mrs. Brown's debut. They had volumes 
to say to one another, or rather Mrs. Anderson 
had volumes to say. First of all, of course, 
there were minute inquiries to be made about 
the Colonel. 

" Situation quite unchanged ? How very, very 
trying I But you have no fears about the 
result 1'' 

"The doctors have always encouraged us; 
but all agree that it must be a work of 
time.*^ 

'^ Ah, yes I And of course you have had the 
best advice. And so he sees absolutely no one. 
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— he to whom society has been, as one may say, 
the breath of life I But tell me, is this wonder- 
ful little Mrs. Drown still staying with you? 
What a miraculous voice, and what a perfect 
style I Where did you find her ? Allow me 
to thank you for one of the greatest pleasures, 
&c., &c. Do you really think she will be able 
to fiU the Union ? '' (This was the Guildford 
theatre mentioned before.) ^^ Such a slight little 
thing ! But there seems no limit to her ca- 
pacity, and of course we shall all go! And, 
dear Mrs. Pryor, I have a protege of my own, 
although of a very diflferent sort — at least he 
laughingly calls himself mine — whom I would 
like 80 much for you to see ! The most charm- 
ing young English clergyman I — accomplished 
— thorough-bred — ' a nephew of the Bishop of 

f a great acquisition to Guildford ! He 

came to this country to study the condition 
of the poor in our cities — the wretchedly 
poor, you know — ^and the forms of organized 
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charity among us, but lie has consented to assist 
Dr. Price in the parish this winter. Ah, yes! 
— ^you have heard about him. I found that I 
knew some of his people — an aunt, the Hon. 
Mrs. Bingham, whom I met in the East — so I 
undertook to chaperon him. I should have 
taken him to the reading unhesitatingly, dear 
Mrs. Pry or, but on Sunday, you know, it would 
not quite have done. Next Saturday afternoon 
he is to talk to a few friends in my parlours, 
about public and private charity in England. 
I shall depend on your coming, because you 
are always interested in every good work, and 
then I want you to know Mr. Warburton. It 
is not a lecture, you understand, but just a 
familiar talk. Pray come, and bring that fas- 
cinating little thing with you. She has a 
mysteriously familiar look to me, but of course 
I never saw her. How she did read the Ory 
of the Children ! I shiver at the remembrance. 
And so Colonel Pryor has not been able to hear 
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her at all, and she under your very roof ! 
What a loss for him ! ^' 

''Yes, last evening I did persuade him to 
listen to one of the shortest and simplest of 
Longfellow's Lyrics. I dared not attempt any- 
thing more intense/' 

" Is he so weak ? But he approved ? You 
know the Colonel was always our arbiter of 
taste/' 

''He encouraged me very much by saying 
he would like to hear her again. 'Tis the first 
entertainment I have devised for him which he 
has ever asked to have repeated/' 

" Ah, well ! My kindest regards to him ! 
Be sure you come on Saturday I " 

" What do I care for her young divine ? " 
observed Augusta, when she mentioned the 
interview to her husband; *'and why is the 
nephew of a bishop dawdling about here ? " 

"But she came to your show, my lady, and 
I think you are bound to go to hers. 



a 
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" Well, perhaps Mrs. Drown will like it. It 
will give her a sort of introduction into the 
most gorgeous house in Guildford, and it was 
rather good-natured of Eose Anderson to ask 
her/' 

But when the proposal was made to the 
stranger she became very shy, and pleaded to 
be allowed to decline. Wherefore Mrs. Pryor 
went alone to hear the Eev. Mr. Warburton 
discourse on public and private^ charity in the 
Established Church of England. 

Half an hour after her departure, the atten- 
dant, who usually sat sewing in Colonel Pryor's 
dressing-room when Augusta was away, being 
also accidentally absent, there came the tiniest 
of taps at the door of the long chamber, to 
which the invalid could only respond by an 
invitation to enter. Then the door unclosed 
and closed again, without the faintest noise, and 
im, black-robed figure slipped timidly in, 
stood speechless, as though in a royal 
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audience chamber, slightly lifting up, as if 

in deprecation, two volumes in her fairy 
hand. 

Alfred, who had seen the intruder but once, 
and for a few moments, was undoubtedly 
amazed. He started, and flushed uncomfort- 
ably, but gave her, of course, his elaborately 
polite welcome. 

''I am come to try reading to you, again,'^ 
said Mrs. Drown, in a voice that just escaped 
being tremulous, "because you said that you 
.would hear me, and you are quite alone.'' 

'' A thousand thanks, madam ! you are only 
too kind. Pray forgive my not rising, and sit 
down ! '' And he reflected that this was pro- 
bably a ruse of Mrs. Augusta's to forestall hia 
denial of her favourite. 

There was a low steamer-chair near the 
couch. Mrs. Drown crept around to that, and, 
carefully and silently removing it some yards 
farther ofi*, to the very edge of the lacquered 
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screen, she sank into it, still holding up her 
books as a kind of buckler. 

^^ Shall I read prose or poetry V she inquired, 
a little hurriedly, as though fearful that her call 
would assume another than a strictly business 
aspect. "1 read always poetry to the ladies, 
but I can also read prose well.^' 

'^ Pray don't read either just yet,'' he said 
with a smile. "Unfortunately I cannot listen 
long. Have you something new there ? " 

" I have this new long poem by Mr. William 
Morris, whom I love, — The Earthly Paradise. 
It is not like his other poems, but all very 
plain and sad and soothing. It seems to me 
it would either weary one very much indeed, 
or never at all. Perhaps, never. You could 
tell me." 

" I should be sorry to do that, you know. 
What else have you ? *' 

" Ah, such a light and charming little French 
book ! If I might only read you this ! I like 
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Frencli prose best of all that is written, and 
sometimes I think I read it best. This is M. 
Alphonse Karros quaint story of his garden. 
You have not met it? No, but you would 
understand the French without doubt/' 

'^It used to be familiar enough, but I have 
neither spoken nor heard ifc much for some 
years. Eead a bit, please, Mrs. Drown. — 
Yes, that is the true French grace of narra- 
tion,'' he said, when she paused; ^^and what 
an exquisite accent you have ! Pardon me, but 
aren't you French yourself, Mrs. Drown ? '' 

" I spoke the language always, when a child,'' 
she said, "but it was in England." 

" Then you are a cosmopolite." 

" Alas, yes ! And that is good for a man, 
but not for such as I." 

He wished she was sitting a little nearer. 
Alfred was a trifle short-sighted, and his visitor 
had provokingly withdrawn herself just beyond 
the focus of his circumscribed vision. 
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''What did you tell me was the name of 
your other book, Mrs. Drown ? ^^ he asked 
presently. 

Tlie Earthly Paradise.'^ 

Ah, me ! I have little faith in an Earthly 
Paradise/^ 

'* You mean that there is none. Oh, no ! 
Those who sought it in this book did not find 
it, as you will see. Listen ! " and she read the 
argument and paused. 

" Go on, if you will be so kind." 

Then she read the sweet prelude, and paused 
again, but his eyes gave her undoubted en- 
couragement, and she proceeded simply to the 
narrative. The light and perfectly just pathos 
of her full tones, and her crystalline pronuncia- 
tion, began to work upon her listener like a 
charm. At the end of a half-dozen pages he 
waved his hand a little, unwilling to interrupt 
her by his own voice, but she understood in- 
t. etantly, and stopped. 
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" Ten thousand pardons ! '' he cried, with 
almost his natural liveliness. " ITiis is the very 
loveliest exercise I ever heard in my life, and 
you are giving me such a pleasure as I have 
not had in a doleful while ; but I ought to tell 
you, it is so very soothing that, if you don't 
pause now and then, I may pay you a very 
doubtful compliment/' 

"You mean,'' she cried, with shining eyes and 
a frank little laugh, starting up, to his great 
satisfaction, and moving her chair five paces 
nearer, '' you mean you would go to sleep ! 
Why, that ought to flatter me most of all, and 
indeed so it would, for Mrs. Pry or has told 
me — ^" with her extraordinarily musical fall of 
the voice — '^ how sorely you need repose. I 
am to go on ? " 

The next time he interrupted her, he apolo- 
gized for the seeming imperiousness of his lifted 
finger. "They have been so afraid I should 
feel my dependence," he said, " that they have 
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spoiled me ridiculously, by obeying my very 

I 

gestures. But I want to know, Mrs. Drown, 
what else your author has written. • I don't 
know his works, but I have not lived much in 
the world of letters for a good while.'* 

'' There is one other small volume,'' said the 
lady hesitatingly — then, with a sudden illu- 
mination of countenance — " Ah ! then you don't 
know that weird little thing about the ' banner- 
poles ' ? Let me recite it." 

And so, with one of her swift but never 
shai'p changes of key, and letting her book fall 
in her lap, with her finger between the leaves, 
she began — 

" Wearily, drearily 
Half the day long 
Flap the great hanners 
High over the stone ; 
Wearily, eerily, 
Sounds the wind's song. 
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Bending the banner-poles. While all alone 
Watching the loop-hole's spark, 
Lie I, with life all dark, 
Hands tetherM, feet fetter 'd 

Close to the stone. 
The square walls, grim-letter 'd 
With prison'd men's groans. 
Still strain the banner-poles, 

Through the wind's song, 
Westward the banner rolls 
Over my wrong." 

That surely is a distinct and very wonderful 
gift, whereby he who utters certain sounds can 
evoke as clear a vision in the brain of the 
listener, as may ever be reflected from any 
visible picture. To the sensitive imagination 
of the listener, in this case, the whole jniddle 
age returned in the soft, feminine tones that 
caressed his ear, — its fervour, its blindness, its 
wild contrasts of splendour and squalor, its in- 
cessant tragedy. The dank stone walls rose 
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high around him. The taunting colours of a 
triumphant foe stained, with their cruel bril- 
liance, his one pale strip of sky. And that 
which made the vision overpowering was an 
intense although only half-acknowledged per- 
sonal reaction in the sentiment of the verse, — 
defeat, imprisonment, hopeless rebellion. He 
scorned himself for the weakness which made 
it necessary for him to shade his eyes, but 
for a moment he could not speak. 

Mrs. Drown watched him intently, until she 
herself broke the silence in childlike tones of 
bitter compunction — '' Oh, I have been wrong ! 
I have pained you! It was not delicate to 
repeat that. What shall I do ? '^ and she started 
up, dropping her books and clasping her hands. 

He was collecting himself to reassure her, 
when the door opened and, stately in velvet 
and sable, Mrs. Pryor walked in. It was the 
first time, for more than a year, that Alfred had 
failed to take note of her step upon the staircase. 
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Angasta's was a face nnnsed to digaise^ and^ 
save in the supreme moments when any woman 
can and should deceive, hardly capable of it. 
Alfred saw in an instant that his wife had not 
planned the invasion of his privacy, but all the 
more, if there were any possible censure for 
their singular guest, he was ready to be the 
shield and defence of the latter. 

" Ah, is this you, my lady ? '' he said lightly. 
^'Tou see a conquered and converted man! 
You never would imagine, Mrs. Drown, how 
obstinately I have resisted a blessing in your 
person. I would not believe a tithe of what 
they told me about your witchery with words. 
But now, as usually in the end, I bow to the 
superior judgment of my wife. Do, Augusta, 
help me to thank Mrs. Drown for a perfectly 
jfresh and rare pleasure.^' 

'^Mrs. Drown knows,^' said Augusta, with a 
gentler dignity than usual, '^how much I am 
obliged to her, if she has given you ease and 
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entertainment/' But she remained standing 
while she spoke, and the acute young person 
whom she addressed knew that she was dis- 
missed. 

^^ I will go, then/' said Mrs. Drown demurely, 
with a glance up at her patroness of timid 
obliquity, '^I knew you wanted me to try 
again, madam, and so I came. I am glad to 
have done no harm.'' 

^^But you will come again, Mrs. Drown, and 
often! I am to hear every word of that long 
story-book, remember ! " 

" Yes, indeed, if I may." 

" If she may ! " echoed Mrs. Augusta, casting 
aside her cloak after the door had closed. 
" What does the creature mean ? I can't quite 
make her out. Of course she may, if it suits 
you. But what in the world made her think 
of coming here to-day, I wonder? Did you 
send for her ? " 

" Not I ! I supposed it was by your orders. 
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but it seems to liave been all a benevolent im- 
pulse of her own. She's not very conventional, 
apparently, but she has genius/' 

'' And she has really amused you ? " 

"Much more! she has really made one 
afternoon seem short to me/' 

''Well, I am rejoiced, of course. But" — 
touching his forehead with her large cool, white 
hand — *' aren't you a little feverish ? " 

"Pm not conscious of it. How was the 
apostle to the Andersons ? " 

Mrs. Pry or declared ''that he was evidently 
just what he claimed to be, an English gen- 
tleman. He is fair and muscular and white- 
handed, and very becoming to his clothes. 
And he drawls and blushes and stammers, and 
speaks of America with unconscious insolence. 
What could the heir of an earldom do more? 
All that he told us we knew before, but I think 
we were all impressed by the privilege it was to 
hear him tell it. And he seems to be falling 
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in love with Lily Anderson in the most ortho- 
dox fashion/' 

" Do you remember how savage the fair Lily 
used to be to me ? But any young man with a 
well-regulated mind would, of course, fall in 
love with her/' 




CHAPTER. Vn 

AT THE ANDBESONS'. 

'TPHERB were certainly some indications 
that the Rey. Mr. Warburton meant to 
prove himself a young man with a well-regu- 
lated mind, according to Colonel Pryor's defini- 
tion. Miss Anderson was not yet twenty, but 
she had had experience in lovers, and she was 
obstinately in love herself, and she knew very 
well that a good many of the young Briton's 
inarticulate murmurs meant personal admira- 
tion. And still she did not quite understand 
him. '' Sometimes,^' she said pensively to her 
only confidante, Emily Richards, "1 think it is 
mamma he hankers after.'' Miss Lily had cer- 
tainly the sort of unholy yearning which her 
word implied, for effective and inelegant forms 
of speech. 
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'^Nonsense! He all but makes eyes at you 
from the reading-desk/' 

^^ That's only at the pew, and in a general 
way. And sometimes, also,'' pursued Miss 
Anderson, with her contemplative look, '^I 
have a feeling that he has made a great many 
eyes in his day, and only does it from force of 
habit. One does not think so at first, because 
of that plain, boyish way of his which mamma 
will have it to be the tTue simplicity of tlie high' 
bred Englishman.^' (Lily was a good mimic.) 
''She always speaks as if she had known them 
by hundreds, but I remember very well that 
they would hardly deign to look at us when we 
were abroad, — and great louts they were too, 
some of the most stupendous of them. But 
the longer I know Mr. Warburton, the less 
stock I take — I must remember to say that 
before mamma and him — in his simplicity." 

''You don't think he's another impostor, do 
you?" 
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Not exactly, and yet I don't quite believe 
in him/' 

'' How you analyze everybody, Lily ! '' 
^'So Cousin Charlie used to say; but I 
always told him that I only do it — if that's 
the proper word for it-in order to find out 
in whom I may believe. Oh! what I want 
most of all,'^ and a look of real and almost 
hapless fervour came into the violet eyes, ^' is to 
believe in persons. I never could quite believe 
in my mother. In my father I do after a 
fashion, unpleasant as he can make himself; and 
I do believe in Charles Mason. That's why I 
shall marry him and nobody else. We're not 
engaged, you know, — that is not formally. It 
would never be allowed. And I'm not much 
in love with him in the ordinary sense of the 
term—" 

" Goodness ! How do you know ?" 
" Oh, I haven't any raptures or any thrills or 
any illusions. I haven't the sort of tendresse 
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which mamma always has for some man or 
other besides father, — just now for Mr. War- 
burton. In short, I'm not in the least sweet 
on him. Nor do I fancy that sort of thing. 
That was what I always disliked about Colonel 
Pryor. He could be sweet, yes, veritably sweety 
on a dozen girls in succession.^' 

''He was very, very chivalrous,'* observed 
Miss Richards, paying the retired oflBicer his 
perpetual tribute of a light feminine sigh. 

'* Of course his manners were courtly. But I 
prefer a little honest rudeness myself. Charles 
is often very rude. And he is always very 
homely — or ugly, as Mr. Warburton insists 
that one should say. And sometimes he strikes 
me as pedantic; though Fd soon cure him of 
that I And I have seen creases in his linen, 
not to say smudge's — but that's only because, 
poor fellow ! he can't quite aflTord all the wash- 
ing that is desirable. I think he is clean — ^" 

"Oh, Lily!" 
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" And I know,'' added the young lady, with 
deep solemnity, and looking like the very angel 
of the church triumphant, " that he is true. He 
never did anything to be ashamed of, and he 
never will/' 

'' No more, I suppose, has Mr. Warburton." 

'Tm afraid not. But do you know it has 
occurred to me more than once, when I have 
seen him standing up in his white gown, so 
handsome and sanctimonious, and mamma so 
devout, and Dr. Price so entirely satisfied, because 
now he can let his old wits go wool-gathering 
about his old book, how delightful it would be to 
see their consternation, if even the Bishop's 
nephew should turn out by and by to have done 
something truly horrid." 

''I don't see why you should want to shock the 
good old Doctor." 

''Because he was not honourable to Charles 
Mason, and allows himself to be led by mamma. 
You are going to the Union, of course, to 
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hear Mrs. Pry or 's Mrs. Drown read this even- 
ing. Oh, why won't you stay to dinner and go 
with us? The Bishop's nephew is to attend 
us.'' 

" Thanks ! but I'm not dressed, of course, and 
besides, I'm going with George Aspinwall. He 
is very nearly as cynical about Mrs. Drown as you 
seem to be about his Eeverence. He inclines to 
think that she has been on the stage of some 
provincial theatre abroad. But, like every one 
else, he considers her voice a wonder, and her 
style much better than we are accustomed to. 
In fact, that's the thing to say about her. 
And he wants me to take lessons of her, and 
thinks of doing so himself." 

"And is it so," said Miss Anderson, bending 
on her elder friend a grave and searching look, 
" that you will take these or any lessons because 
George Aspinwall wishes it ? Emily " — re- 
iroachf ally — " 1 always tell you everything.'^ 
.There is nothing in life to tell," replied 
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Miss Bichards^ without change of colour, but 
impatiently. '' Just now Mr. Counsellor and I 
are rather intimate friends. In Lent he will be 
all devotion to the Faxons. Heigho I Lily. I 
wish I had a rich aunt to take me to Egypt, or 
an uncle in the army to invite me to spend a 
winter on the frontier, or a chance to join an 
Arctic Expedition or ship for a voyage round 
the Horn ! I don^t suppose there is on this 
planet another so stale and flat a town as 
Guildford ! '' 

-After which transport of ennui Miss Eichards 
took her leave, and was observed to be keeping 
up a brisker fire of jest even than usual with her 
companion at the theatre that night. 

They both turned round, as everybody always 
did — and -pardonably — to see Mrs. Anderson 
and her daughter come in, wrapped in their 
fleecy white cloaks, and Miss Eichards observed 
with surprise that they were attended by an 
usher only. 
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Mr. Warburton had, in fact, received letters 
from home that afternoon of so pressing a nature 
that he had no choice but to devote the evening, 
and indeed half the night, to the consideration 
and arrangement of his replies ; and he had been 
fain to send round to the Andersons a rather 
constrained note of apology, which Lilian had 
criticized without mercy. 

The next day arrived the first great snow- 
storm of the season with a howling gale, and 
so rapid and blinding a fall, that travel and 
traffic were well-nigh banished from the streets 
of Guildford before the pretematurally early 
twilight. But Mr. Warburton^s fine limbs, albeit 
unused to just that form of exercise, bore 
him safely through the mountain drifts, and 
landed him, rosy and splendid, in the Andersons' 
parlour just as the after-dinner tea equipage had 
been deposited on its usual table. Both ladies 
present, as well as the master of the 
once in a way, and Mrs. Eose glided 
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swiftly forward to meet her guest, with soft 
palms outstretched and more than her wonted 
empressement. 

''Dear Mr. Warburton, how gallant of you 
to come in this tempest ! I trust I may now 
dismiss the anxiety which has been haunting me 
all day. There was no bad news in your letters 
of yesterday ? '^ 

'' Oh, no, nothing of that sort. Family affairs, 
you know. You^re very good, Mrs. Anderson, 
I am sure.^' — Then his eyes wandered to Lily at 
the tea-table. 

That damsel was wearing a certain wide- 
spread and much-voluted black silk go^vn, in 
which she always looked particularly imposing, 
and she now offered him tea with so distant a 
dignity that he was quite abashed, and retreated 
with his cup in the direction of Mr. Anderson. 
" Is this what you call a great snow-storm in 
the States ? '^ he inquired. 

'' Stiffish ! '^ replied the master of the man- 
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sion succinctly. " Trains blocked and wires 
down. No city papers to-night. — Have the 
Evening Circus ? '^ he asked, with what was for 
him a spasm of self-conquest, extending a few 
inches while yet he greedily clutched the one 
daily paper of Guildford. 

But Mr. Warburton did not accept the sacri- 
fice, and again fell back a few paces, after which 
Mrs. Anderson waved him to follow her to a 
certain tete-a-tete chair, and ostensibly claimed 
him for her own, kindly allowing him, however, 
the seat that faced her daughter. 

The performance of the previous evening first 
came up for discussion. 

'^ Augusta Tryor,^' said Mrs. Anderson judi- 
cially, ^^has an insatiate passion for proteges j so 
that one always has to be a little on one^s guard 
lest they prove mere adventurers. But this 
one truly is wonderful. Is it not odd, Mr. 
Warburton, that you should have missed hearing 
her again ? '^ 
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'' There seems a sort of fatality about it, you 
know,^^ said the Englishman, lightly wiping his 
blonde moustache. 

''And now she is forming a class of young 
ladies. Shall I let Lily go and have her voice 
developed ? '^ 

*' ' Pon me soul, I don't think Miss Anderson's 
voice could be improved/' 

'' Oh, you are very good," said Lily, with a 
hardly perceptible toss of her fair head; ''but 
you see I have determined that it shall be. I 
never in my life heard anything so impressive 
as the way those quiet tones filled all that high 
space." 

"But you don't want to fill a high space, you 
know." 

" Indeed, I wish to be capable of it. I think 
every young woman now-a-days ought to be 
trained for public speaking." 

" Lily ! " cried her mother, feeling herself 
vicariously shocked, through all Mr. Warbur- 
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ton's British prejudices, by tliis tdtra declara- 
tion. 

"Certainly I do! Who knows what may 
happen ? Think how many times during the 
war, mamma, Mrs. Pryor had to speak in 
public, or what was the same thing, and very 
noble she was. Ton know, mamma, you wished 
a hundred times that you could do it your- 
self/' 

" My love, I was more than willing that that 
part of our joint labour should devolve upon her. 
Mrs. Pryor '' (to Mr. Warburton) '^ was President 
of our Soldier's Aid Society." 

" Ah., yes, of course I But I protest," added 
that gentleman, with unwonted energy, '^ that I 
never in my life knew but one woman who did 
not seem to me naturally disqualified by the 
character of her voice for anything of the 
kind." 

"You don't include actresses," observed 
Lily. 
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"Actresses?^' repeated the young man, a 
little blankly. " Oh, yes, FU include them so 
far as I know about them. The professional 
training is worth something, of course ; but one 
doesn^t hear many women, even upon the 
stage, whose tones are penetrating without 
being shrill/' 

''How perfectly he describes Mrs. Drown's, 
does he not, Lily ? And what I think heightens 
the effect in her case is that she is so small and 
slight, and has an almost childish air/' 

" Oddly enough,'' said the Englishman, '' the 
woman of whom I speak was tiny too. Is that 
to be the physique of the female orator, I 
wonder ? All the eloquent men I ever knew 
were big and broad. Miss Anderson, I rejoice to 
think that your ambition is vain. You are at 
least six inches too tall." Then he stopped 
abruptly, and mused for the space of three 
seconds, after which he added, in a slightly 
altered tone, a question which had been asked 
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before, '^ Where does this wonder come 
from ? '' 

" Where was her home, Lily ? Augusta 
Pryor told me, surely, but I have forgotten. 
She is a widow, poor thing! — and obliged to 
use her remarkable gift for self-support/' 

^' Ah, yes ! extremely sad ! I shall make a 
point of hearing her. — By Jove, this is terriffic!'' 
for at that instant a blast, fiercer than any which 
had preceded it, caused the plate-glass to rattle 
and the gas to waver. 

^' Devilish cold too ! '^ emitted the lord of the 
house, rubbing his large hands, over the glowing 
coals. He had just returned from a visit of 
inspection to his exposed thermometer, — next 
to the Stock Exchange and the Evening Circus 
the keenest interest of his life. '^ Nineteen and 
a half ^precisely I We don't often get it with 
the mercury down there. This will give you a 
stroke of work in the alleys, — you philan- 
thropist.'^ 
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All, yes, ah, yes ! '^ sighed Mrs. Eose, closing 
her eyes — a gesture which always made Lily 
pat the carpet with her boot — ^' how the poor 
will suflTer ! In this respect, at least, dear 
Mr. Warburton, our poor are worse oflF than 
yours. Our climate is so cruel.'' 

"There's not much to choose, I fancy," the 
young man answered a little absently. " What, 
when all is done and said, do we know about 
their discomforts and temptations? I often 
think of it, when I am advising them to resist 
the devil. It is undeniably hard that a man 
may not steal coals, if he can, to keep himself 
from freezing on a night like this." 

" I think he not only may, but ought," said 
Lily, " especially if he has a family." 

" My love, the Commandment ! " 

'^But Pm sure, mamma, the Ten Command- 
ments are a very imperfect code." (This was 
a quotation.) "The meanest of all sins — 
lying — they hardly mention at all. Now that is 
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a something the temptation to which is perfectly 
inconceivable/' 

''Lying is ngly, certainly,'' said the young 
divine, lifting his eyes to the fair *censor's foce, 
and letting them fa 1 again, '' but I think I can 
imagine a temptation to it/' 

"I cannot, then; in old or young, rich or 
poor, — nor a pardon for it either." 

'' She would make a pitiless judge," Mr. 
Warburton said to his hostess, rising at the 
same time to take leave, and rather contemp- 
tuously repudiating the suggestion that he had 
better remain over-night, on account of the 
inclemency of the weather. 

''Why will you always drive him from us, 
Lily?" inquired Mrs. Anderson rather plaintively, 
when he was gone. 

" I, mamma ? " — and Lmocence rose to her 
full height — "what do you mean? You can't 
suppose I was alluding to him when I spoke of 
lying! 
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" Beally I am ashamed of you/' 

" Snub the parson, did she ? '^ said the church- 
warden with some glee. " So she should if she 
wanted to ! Gome and kiss me, my duck, and 
then I'll go to bed/' 

The embrace was bestowed with some effu- 
sion, but when Lily made as though she also 
would retire, her mother detained her. '^Ee- 
main for a few moments, my chUd, I wish to 
speak to you very seriously.'' 

Then Lily sat down. 

'^Have you never reflected," inquired Mrs. 
Rose, with some pomp and some pathos, *' what 
it would be to you to secure, at your early age, 
the affection of a man like Mr. Warburton ? A 
man of the greatest personal attractions — ^the 
most sacred profession — the highest family 
connexions — the noblest type of character — " 

'^No, mamma," answered the young lady 
sweetly, '^I can't say that I have. I don't 
reflect in that way about gentlemen, unless 

I 2 
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they particularly request it. Did you, 
mamma?'* 

''Lily,'' said her mother, unmoved to smile, 
''you are unkind! My own fate is fixed, — 
fixed ! I endeavour to accept it." She pressed 
her lace handkerchief for a moment to her face, 
and so did not see the half-indignant fiash of 
the saucy blue eyes returning from a swift 
tour of the splendid room, with a look that 
said plainly, — " You might have done worse." 
" But I would fain," Mrs. Anderson continued, 
"see you, my darling, in a wholly congenial 
sphere. You may never have another oppor- 
tunity like the present. Think twice before 
you reject it." 

" Certainly, mamma ; but I cannot reject before 
I have it, you know. Now may I go ? " 

"Without bidding your mother good-night? " 

Then Lily kissed her other parent quietly, 
and departed. She kissed something else, also, 
in the dainty privacy • of her rose-coloured 
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chamber, and a very hideous photograph it was, 
exaggerating the uncomeliness of its original 
with the brutal frankness peculiar to that kind 
of portrait. The ceremony performed, she re- 
turned the carte to its place in her illuminated 
Imitation^ and then proceeded slowly, and with 
much serious bewilderment, to read a chapter 
in that saintly book. 

The contrast between the choicest and purest 
of all cloistered spirits, and the wayward, 
worldly, irreverent girl under her pink draperies, 
may seem too ironical; but, after all, the belle 
of Guildford had certain honest sympathies 
and vague stirrings in the direction of a higher 
life, which appear to her biographer more 
affecting than absurd. 

He on whom she had been counselled to fix 
her perverse fancy was sitting rather gloomily 
by his boarding-house grate, making anything 
but Christian reflections on our climate, and 
re-reading, without increased satisfaction, the 
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foreign letters which had detained him the 
evening before. He owed it to the storm, 
however, that the perturbation of his spirit 
was not yet farther increased by a cable des- 
patch which he received as soon as the wires 
were repaired, and which was thriftily com- 
prised in these four words, — 
^' She is in America ! " 




CHAPTER VIII. 



THE EARTHLY PARADISE. 



T TP in that fair mansion on the tip-top of 
River Avenue, the dim winter weeks 
went smoothly, noiselessly on. How precisely 
did it come about that Mrs. Drown, to whom 
the shelter of a big house had been graciously 
offered for the first days of her utter strangeness 
in Guildford, was now established as a per- 
manent inmate of that house, — nay, even so 
thoroughly intrenched there that she had had 
a verbal disagreement with the mighty Grant, 
and had come off with flying colours ? Mrs. 
Pryor could hardly have told you, nor, in her 
single-minded devotion to the business of the 
hour, did sha pause to consider curiously the 
conditions of her own unforeseen and abundant 
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leisure. If her spirits were at a lower level than 
nsual^ and she felt poignantly at times that she 
was indeed and irretrievably growing old, there 
was plenty of reason for that ; and the many to 
whom she ministered out of her ample wealth 
and freedom, had never liked the giver of the 
gift so well in her old imperious days as they 
did with this new touch almost of humility upon 
her. 

The Earthly Paradise lasted longer than 
might have been expected from the proverbi- 
ally fleeting nature of such a state of things. 
Augusta had essayed to be present at the second 
reading, with a knitted wool petticoat which 
she was briskly evolving for one of the old 
ladies at the Home, and a long pair of clat- 
tering needles, each more substantial than a 
dandy^s cane. She thought the narrative ex- 
traordinarily dull, but was bravely determined 
not to say so, and nothing was further from 
her serene imagination than that Alfred was 
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clenching his fists unseen at the sound of her 
industry. 

But the reader, who had c^ clever way of 
possessing herself of her matter four lines in 
advance, and then lifting her luminous eyes to 
her audience and delivering her stanza as 
though it were an improvisation, discovered 
the contracted brow in the midst of this little 
performance, and instantaneously utilized it. 
She paused, and slowly turned on Mrs. Pryor 
her most deprecating and fawn-like gaze. 

'' Dear madam,'' she said, ^^ pray, pray forgive 
me!" 

^^With all my heart!'' said the lady, with 
brusque and slightly contemptuous good-nature. 
"What for?" 

" Oh, I am very bold ; but, if you did not 
care to knit, — or if — if you did not care to 
hear at all. I know you do not like it, Mrs. 
Pryor," she cried, with one of her pretty 
little bursts of sincerity, " and I can never 
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read with all my soul when any one does not 
Hke it/^ 

^' I can^t say that I have discovered the charm 
as yet,^' replied Augusta, nonchalantly, '^but I 
have been willing to be educated. Did the 
needles really disturb you, dear?'' turning to 
her husband. ^^ Why did you not say so ? '' 

^'The least in life, mon amij^ he replied, 
penitently; ^^but don't go!" as Augusta rose 
and swept up £er knitting. '^ We'll have no 
more reading to-night." 

" Indeed you will ! It would be monstrous in 
me to grudge you such pleasure as you may 
derive from so very mild an exercise ! I can't 
consider it a feast of reason, but, at least, I 
need not interrupt Mrs. Drown's flow of soul." 
And having vented her momentary anger at 
what she merely felt as a bit of impertinence, 
she smiled frankly on them both, and turned 
away. 

But the big needles became weary to wield 
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even by her firm muscles in the soKtude of the 
artistic library; and by-and-by it occurred to 
Augusta that she had too long neglected to 
inform her friend Laura Wyllys of the easy 
and remarkable success achieved in Guildford 
by the gifted young person in whom Mrs. 
Wyllys had interested herself the summer 
before. 

So she retired to the writing-table and 
scrawled, in her careless fashion, a laconic 
account of it. ^^She has twenty -five pupils in 
elocution, at a perfectly romantic price, twice 
a week, in our billiard-room; has given one 
reading at the Union ; and is to give a series of 
four in March, after the Astronomy Course 
and the Grand Army Tableaux are over; and 
my hypercritical husband enjoys her reading so 
much that I have invited her to remain with 
us during the winter months. He can't hear 
her elsewhere, and her board would be some- 
thing to her, yon know. At present they are 
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meandering througli William Morrises Earthly 
Paradise" 

To this report Mrs. Pryor received, in three 
days, the following equally characteristic re- 

piy-— 

'^ I never in my life knew any one respond 
to an appeal as magnificently as you do. I 
declare I had nearly forgotten that taking little 
creature with her yellow eyes. You must know 
Professor Gryps declares that fyXavK&in^ means 
having eyes like an owl, yellow, and extremely 
brilliant, and that Pallas Athena^s were of that 
kind, — not stupid blue at all. Well, where 
was I ? Oh, Mrs. Drown ? I^m delighted that 
she has found such friends, but, as^I say, I had 
almost forgotten her. There seems to be more 
going on than ever this winter. In the first 
place, we are all studying Sanscrit. There's 
the most icharming East Indian prince here, 
who learned English somehow, and read Chan- 
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ning and Emerson, and voluntarily expatriated 
himself tliat he might study the civilization 
which produced those cosmic thinkers. We 
take lessons of him, and he is asked every- 
where. A class in Gaelic is forming, — to be 
taught by a genuine Highland chieftain, the 
last of the Maclvors, who goes to parties with 
his pibroch, and sings their native songs in the 
national costume. It was a little odd at first, 
-in a drawing-room you know, -bat one 
becomes used to it, and the plaid is pretty. 
Then we have among us a most interesting 
Frenchman, the favourite disciple of Auguste 
Comte, — the only person in whom he really 
confided in his latest days. On hi^ death-bed, 
the philosopher imparted to this man several 
important secrets which throw great light on 
the practical application of the Positive Philo- 
sophy, but he forbade their being divulged for 
a certain number of years. The time has now 
expired; and M. Eenard says he could think 
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of no city but our own, where ideas are suffi- 
ciently advanced and the general level of intelli- 
gence high enough to hear their promulgation. 
So he is delivering a course of lectures — 
three a week, and every one attends — which 
he calls New Illustrations of the Positive Philo- 
sophy ; and they are to be published by sub- 
scription, in a book entitled The Masters 
Bequest, or New Illustrations , 8fc. 

^^ Besides all this, and the usual concerts and 
fairs, a number of us ladies have organized a 
Bushehvomen's Friend Society^ and we take 
turns every week in inviting the bushelwomen 
to our own dining-rooms, and giving them 
sponge-cake and breakfast-tea, and some sort of 
intellectual entertainment, — a magic-lantern, 
for instance. ... So you see I am even more 
than usually occupied, and the children have 
had scarlatina beside, and Peter, my hus- 
band, narrowly escaped pneumonia. All his 
own fault ! Why will he go in street-cars 
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without an overcoat ? But you will^ not wonder 
that Mrs. Drown ahnost escaped me. You are 
an angel to keep her in your house for the 
sake of saving her board; but if I were you 
I would look after her and Colonel Alfred a Uttle, 
and their poetical readings. You have as good 
as owned to me that he is over-susceptible, — 
fascinating creature that he used to be himself! 
Poor dear! Is he always just the same? I 
wish you would write oftener. 

^^ Ever yours, 

'' L. T. W. 

'^P.S. — ^I have just received my summons 
to the Woman^s Suffrage Convention in your 

State. It is to be holden at L , so I shall 

have to pass through Guildford. I need not 
tell you how gratifying it would be to me if 
you could feel like joining me and attending 
the meetings; but, at all events, I will stop 
over with you a few days on my return. What 
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with home cares, and more weighty .responsi- 
bflities, I am growing haggard as a death's 
head, and do really need a little rest.^ 



f} 




Mrs. Pryor had winced at the expression 
^'used to be/' ^^I am not sure/' she re- 
flected, while she re-folded the letter, '^that 
I want to see her. There always was a vein 
of coarseness in Laura, which her career 
seems rather to develope." But naturally she 
wrote next day, begging her friend to come; 
and, having Mrs. Wyllys's letter before her 
when she did so, she smiled as she reviewed 
the last of that lady's avocations, and gave the 
benefit of that part to Isabel Eae. 

Belle had come in from the lesson in the 
billiard-room, as she was rather apt to do 
lately. The elder and younger woman were 
becoming fond of one another. Neither was 
very demonstrative, or apt at sudden enthusiasms 
!br female friends, but their mutual understand- 
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ing and confidence grew silently every day. 
Mrs. Drown had also looked in with Isabel, 
butrefused to sit. 

" No, no,^' she said, with her prettiest air of 
occupation. ^^ It is time now for me to go and 
finish the Love of Alcestis. You have been so 
very good to me, madam, that I am busy every 
single moment; and doubtless I cannot afford 
to be idle/^ So the sprite had vanished. 

^^It was Mrs. WyUys, was it not,^^ said 
Isabel, after laughing a little over the letter, 
''who first introduced Mrs. Drown to you?" 

''Yes." 

''And of course she told you all about her. 
But is she not odd ? Does she talk much about 
her past life?" 

"Never. I fancy that it has been, in some 
ways, very painful, and so, of course, I have 
not pressed the subject." 

" Yet she does not ^appear in the least like a 
stricken woman.'' 
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''I tliinkj Belle, that any widow must be 
stricken, whatever bearing she may assume, 
or however try to repair her lot/' 

Something in the grave simplicity of this 
remark touched Isabel strangely. Cold people — 
as they are called — ^like her, never know when 
their feelings are going to overpower them. A 
sudden mist rushed over her clear gray eyes. 
She rose, with her stately step, and, coming round 
to where Mrs. Pryor sat, she kissed her lightly 
on the forehead. Augusta looked up a little 
surprised, but patted the white hand that rested 
on the writing-table, and then proceeded to 
direct her letter. 

At the same time, by an odd coincidence, 
this was what was passing in the room 
above ; 

^' ' The gods at least remember what is done,' " 
repeated Alfred, musingly, as the echo of Mrs. 
Drown's exquisite cadence died away on the 
warm, exotic-scented air of the chamber. '^Is 
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it true, I wonder ? Sometimes the gods appear 
to me of all beings the most forgetful." 

'^ Who are the gods ? ^^ 

'^ What a startling inquiry ! They are those, 
according to Mr. Morris, who never forget/^ 

'^ Then I do not love them, and I wish there 



were none." 



€C 



Oh, my dear lady," said the invalid, with 
his charming, melancholy smile, ''you are a 
, great deal too young and too highly gifted to 
be in love with oblivion. For me, indeed — " 

But she interrupted him almost vehemently. 

'^ No, no 1 " she cried, and the suspicion visited 
him with a certain shock that now, for the first 
time, he heard the real woman speak. ''Do 
not make a comparison between you and me! 
There is no such thing 1 Your past is all ease 
and wealth, and splendour and honour. You are 
ill now, indeed, but with all the world to wait 
on youj and by-and-by you will be well again 
and the world still at your feet. But I — I am 

K 2 
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a nothing — a mockery! friendless, — ^homeless, 
I hate the past, and I fear the future/' 

Alfred started; and the painful flush which 
a fresh realization of his helplessness always 
occasioned, mounted to his forehead. " Surely," 
he began hurriedly, '^you have found friends 
here, and you have no new trouble. No 
thoughtless disregard — '^ 

'^No, no,'' she repeated forlornly, yet with 
something like scorn. '^ Madame Pry or is very 
kind, and every one, but they do not know. 
No one knows. I am alone, afraid. When I 
cannot stay here any longer, where can I go ? " 

'^At least," said the Colonel in a low voice, 
commanding, by a strong effort, the agitation 
of which he was ashamed, '^ you need not fear 
the loss of a shelter. I have often suspected 
that, besides your recent breavement, and though 
you are so brave and cheerful, you have some 
sorrowful secret." 

Oh ! " she cried, ^' I have nothing else except 
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Borrowfol secrets^ — or secrets, however you 
would call them ; ^' and slie began to wring her 
slim brown hands. 

He stretched out his own with authority. 
" Come nearer to me/' he said. 

Then she crept forward, as though unwillingly 

obedient, to where he could grasp both her 

hands and hold them. ''You must confide in 
9} 



me. 

'' Oh, ought I ? '^ . and she lifted her strange 
eyes, and fixed them on space, with a look of 
distressful inquiry. 

'' Most assuredly you ought ! I am a miserable 
wreck myself, but I am rich, as you say, and we 
have influence, — ^my wife and 1.'^ 

Then she made as if she would draw her 
hands away; but he took no notice of the 
gesture. ''You can hardly have a trouble 
which we could not, at least, contrive to miti- 
gate. Poor child ! how you tremble ! Sit 
down.'' 
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He kept hold of one of lier hands^ bat slie 
stretched oat the other^ and^ as thoagh moved 
by an irresistible magnetism^ drew the low 
chair to the side of the conchy and dropped 
into it. 

" I believe,'^ he went on gently, " that it would 
be better if yoa woald tell me year whole 
story." 

'' Perhaps it might ! Perhaps it might ! '' 

" Well, then '' — as qaietly and reassaringly 
as he coald speak. 

" Ah, I don^t know how to begin. Hark I '' 
she cried abruptly, breaking from him like a 
bird, and darting to the opposite side of the 
nearest table, where she seized a little silver 
vase, as thoagh she would smell its flowers. 
'' Some one is coming ! Yes, yes ! " — nodding 
her head, for even the sensitive ear of her com- 
ion had not caught the sound. '' It cannot 
to-night, you see. Another time, perhaps, 
she glided away. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



ON THE ICE. 



ONOW-STORMS, brief tliaws, north winds, 
and deadly cold rain, fog and sudden cold 
again, — such was January in Guildford, and 
a direful time it was among the elements. But 
after the mystical crisis of Candlemas Day was 
passed, came a season of truly superb winter 
weather. The sleighing was fine, the cold 
moderate, the sun came out of his moods, cast- 
ing all sulky vapours aside, as if for ever, and 
lingered every day a little longer in the rare 
blue sky. The ruddy sunsets faded unwillingly 
just south of west, only to be succeeded by 
starlight, and presently moonlight, of almost 
incredible clearness and brilliancy. 

And now, with the firm closure of the ice 
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upon the river, began tlie reign of one of the 
most distinctive and delightful amusements of 
Guildford, — skating-parties up the stream, often 
with a cortege of sleighs, for the less adventurous, 
along the elm-shaded river road, and a hot 
supper and dancing at one or another of the 
ample old country-houses mentioned in our first 
chapter, where usually an ancient retainer or two, 
or at least a poor relation, kept the tradition 
of life alive, during the winter months. 

Already the widowed mother of Captain Mc- 
Arthur had received Harry^s friends in her 
simple, dignified fashion (they were far 
from rich), at the red-roofed cottage, whose 
modest lawn was thought, by some, the greenest 
that sloped to the river in summer-time. Then 
George Aspinwall, and a number of coadjutors, 
had hired the dancing-hall of a certain rambling 
old inn — one of the curiosities of the region — 
and given a rather memorable German there. 
With his wonted impartiality, the philosophic 
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attorney had applied both to MisS Richards and 
the Faxons to assist him in decorating the bare 
and somewhat ghostly hall ; and the result had 
been glorious and fluent disagreement over every 
feature of the adorning, which, nevertheless, when 
complete, was pronounced picturesque, if a little 
bizarre. 

The Andersons had no summer place upon 
the river, but it was not Mrs. Rosens fault. 
With her own missionary spirit, that faithful 
wife had been instant, in and out of season, in 
urging upon her inconsiderate lord his duty to 
society of buying the first estate which came 
into the market in the charmed region, and 
erecting an overshadowing villa there. ^^ Sha'n^t 
do it, my lady ! '^ had been his obstinate response. 
" Not while they hold their land at such ad — d 
impudent price as now ! ^' Then Mrs. Anderson 
had looked like the angel who ^^ blushed when he 
gave it in,^^ and had dropped the subject until 
another time. 
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Lilian cared very little who gave the parties 
at this, which was always to her the gayest and 
most triumphal, season of the year. She looked 
to her own birthday ball, which came late in 
March, and was apt to be the costliest entertain- 
ment of the year, for the discharge of her social 
debts ; and meanwhile, she was a consummate 
skater, fleet and perfectly fearless, her tall, slim 
figure affording at every turn a new revelation 
in grace. Some, indeed, of those who liked to 
call themselves the " Society men " of Guildford, 
professed to prefer the " action '' upon the ice of 
Miss Bae. 

" Slower, you know ! She's two stone heavier, 
I suppose, but more stately ! Less of the fairy 
and more of the goddess ! ^^ Thus the partisans 
of Isabel. 

In like manner, the girls took sides about 
the skating costumes of the rival belles. 
IsabeFs was of^ clear peacock green, bordered 
with ermine, and well did that most diflScult 
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of colours vindicate the splendour of her pure, 
healthful complexion, and nut-brown hair, 
besides having, in itself, a peculiar harmony 
with the ice-bound river, and the dazzling land- 
scape. When the rumour of this witching dress 
reached Lily^s ears, she perceived the emer- 
gency, and acted with her usual promptitude 
in at once proclaiming her intent to appear 
upon the river in light scarlet, with black 
feather trimming. 

''You mean creature, with your golden 
curls ! '^ cried Emily Richards, the ever present, 
'' to go and choose the only colours which we 
black-eyed girls can wear.^' 

" Nonsense ! '^ replied the young strategist, 
"one colour is as good as another, but I hate 
always having the same slice of the rainbow, and 
I'm sick to death of Nile green and azure blue.'' 

'' It's very well for you to talk, to whom one 
colour is as good as another, but I suppose you 
will do as you like.^ 
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" Certainly/^ replied Miss Anderson with her 
seraphic smile. ^^ Don't I always ? And in this 
case, you know, I must extinguish the Venus of 
Milo, as Mr. Warburton calls her. I had been 
thinking of very dark green, with a long white 
feather, but that^s all over.'' 

Isabel, on the other hand, would never admit 
that there was any rivalry between herself and 
the beautiful blonde, being^ a great deal too 
proud to confess a competition where her own 
victory was in the least doubtful. She was 
likewise intolerant of social obligations, almost 
to a foible, and began to feel it high time that 
she herself were playing hostess to the river 
'^ crowd/' But now two difficulties arose : her 
mother was in Washington for a month, and 
Miss Rae, for all her apparent aplomb^ had 
a certain shyness about entertaining in her 
absence. And Mrs. Merril, who occupied a 
part of the Eae farmhouse during the winter, 
had lost a child but lately, and was herself ill 
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with rheumatism, so that the preparation of a 
feast there seemed out of the question. When, 
however, wondering a little whither had fled 
her old especial reserve in that lady's presence, 
Isabel confided her dilemma to Mrs. Pryor, 
Augusta was ready with a remedy. 

''You must have them at Orchard Lawn, 
Belle,'' she said cordially. (Orchard Lawn 
was the Pryor country-seat.) '* Jameson and 
his wife are there, you know, and if Alfred is 
as usual, I will go up and receive with you. 
He always took such an in;terest in your 
parties, Isabel, that I am sure he will like 
the notion." 

And Miss Eae was presently persuaded to 
accept the favour. 

The Colonel approved, certainly, and even 
made some rather lavish proposals to his wife 
about the accessories of the entertainment, 
but his chief concern seemed to be that Mrs. 
Drown should go. 
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'* She needs it. She is overworking. You, 
Augusta, who are so strong, don^t realize her 
fragility, but she grows paler and more troubled 
looking every day.^' 

" I had not observed any change, though, to 
be sure, that sort of complexion don^t show 
paleness. Well, I will certainly take her if 
she will consent to go. So far she has refased 
all the invitations that have been given her, 
and I must say I think very properly. And 
this will be a genuine young folks^ frolic — 
dancing and all ! However, if you have de- 
tected that she is pining — " 

'^ I have j and I think she will go if I request 
it.^^ 

'* I dare say," said the wife with a quizzical, 
yet loving look. 

And so it was that, when Isabel^s evening 
came, with a glory of full moonlight in the 
purple air, that was like a new and more delicate 
day, Mrs. Drown spent the unexampled space 
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of two hours in the retirement of her own 
chamber, and emerged thence with only a fichu 
of cunningly plaited white tulle bound over her 
black gown, soft ruffles of the same at her throat 
and wrists, and one star-like white flower in 
her crown of raven hair. Yet the result was so 
transforming, that even her self-poised patroness, 
meeting her in the gallery, started with astonish- 
ment. 

^^ Good heavens I who would have thought 
so trivial an alter^.tion in your dress would 
change you so ? Upon my word, it is like 
magic, and vastly becoming ! But what can 
you wear in the sleigh that will not crush 
those fluffy ruffles? Ah! take this'' — and she 
pulled a great white fur cloak off her own 
ample shoulders — ^'I will wear another. Now 
throw it around you — so ! — and go show 
yourself to Colonel Pryor. He does so enjoy 
an effect! I will go with you. What is 
it, Annette?'' — looking over the balustrade. 
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'^Some one for me? Go alone then^ Mrs. 
Drown, and join me in tlie hall ! The horses 
are ready /^ 

So the white apparition dawned noiselessly 
upon Alfred also. 

'^ What a vision ! ^^ he cried. " It is the very 
spirit of the snow! I always thought I was a 
disinterested fellow, and now I know it. To give 
up my one pleasure and let you go off in that 
guise for other ^^ — he was going to say men, but 
substituted — ^^ people to see !^^ 

Her cheeks, that so rarely betrayed any 
movement of the blood, grew suddenly red in his 
pause, enhancing infinitely her singular charm. 
^^I would a great deal rather stay here,^' she 
said in her most dulcet whisper, ''and read as 
usual.^^ 

''Don^t humiliate me by mentioning it! but 
let me kiss your hand, and wish you one evening 
free from all sadness and care.^^ 

The young people whom we know best, and 
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many more, were to meet at the Rae House 
upon the Avenue, take the river from thence 
and skate up to the Farms — as they were 
collectively called — in company. Miss Anderson 
came attended by the Englishman, and the fact 
excited not a little comment among her young 
compeers. 

'' I have written to Charlie Mason how things 
are going,'^ murmured Captain Mc Arthur to 
Isabel, who had gladdened the young warrior^s 
honest heart, unspeakably, by seeming rather 
, to rely on him in her preparations for the 
present aflfair. "I thought it no more than 
right, Charlie is such a thoroughly good 
fellow.'^ 

*' Indeed he is. Harry — '^ 

'^Yes — ^^ and the Captain looked so eager 
that Miss Rae^s provoking blush arose, as she 
remembered that she had hardly called him by 
his Christian name since they rambled the Louvre 
together, five years before. 

L 
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" Would you mind going up to the house with 
me when we first arrive at the Farms, to make 
sure that the fires and everything are all right ? 
Mrs. Pryor cannot be there quite so early. The 
others will go on, very likely, or, at any rate, rove 
about for a while. The two miles up there is 
nothing ! " 

" Would I minA ! Well, I should rather think 
you might know by this time that all my humble 
ambition is to be of use ! '^ 

Lily Anderson looked so odd that night in 
her unusual colours, and with the beauteous hair, 
with whose coils the daring maiden loved ordi- 
narily to enhance the efiPect of her height, 
braided loosely in her neck three times, tied 
with a broad bla^k ribbon, and falling in a 
cataract of golden rings the whole length of 
her slender waist, that one and another pro- 
fessed not to have known her at the first 
glimpse, although all agreed that she was never 
handsomer. When the skating-season opened 
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Mr. Warburfcon had been quite chagriiled to 
find liimself eclipsed in one athletic exercise by 
all the Yankee youth around ; but he had prac- 
tised vigorously what time he could spare from 
his benevolent labours, and was now quite . 
proficient. He was even complimented on his 
performance, among others by Mi&s Eichards, on 
whom he bestowed an absent stare, perfectly 
unmistakable even in the moonlight, which 
seemed to say that he had never observed her 
before,— an aflBpont which that young woman 
registered as calling for early vengeance. 

"I think the Briton^s elder brother must be 
in failing health,^^ she observed to George 
Aspinwall. ''Nothing else could have increased 
the stiffness of his- island spine.^^ 

'' How he does hover over Lily ! She^s a 
damsel of spirit, and I have thought her de- 
cidedly coy; but, by Jove I I think he'll have 
her yet, by the help of Heaven and her fair 



mamma/' 
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Orchard Lawn was an old mansion of a 
grander type than most of those at the Farms, 
and occupying a commanding position on a 
bend of the river which became extremely 
sinuous beyond this point, and oflFered no long 
vistas for many miles. All the lower part of 
the house was lighted when it came in view, 
especially the semicircular southern wing, where 
was situated a fine oval dining-room, — Colonel 
Pryor^s particular pride. Snow-paths traversed 
the lawn which descended to the river, among 
the scattered fruit-trees, affectionately preserved 
in their hardy old age as picturesque in them- 
selves, and having given the place its name. 
On the hither, or city side of the estate, there 
were also a boat-house and landing, and, 
from these to the dining-room verandah, 
led a straight path bordered by tall spruces 
closely planted, that they might afford, in sum- 
mer, an unbroken shade. This path had been 
hung, as for a midsummer fete^ with Chinese 
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lanterns, which cast a strange, rose-coloured 
light upon the icy footway whereby, having 
excused themselves at the landing, Isabel and 
her cavalier wont up to the house, all the rest 
having derided the notion of seeking shelter so 
soon. 

The two were received by Mrs. Jameson, the 
housekeeper, clad in her best black silk. That 
excellent woman had known them both from 
babyhood, and welcomed them unceremoni- 
ously, but with an air of high satisfaction. 
'' There ! Warm yourselves a grain fust — 
Mrs. Pryor, she won^t be here for half an hour 
— and then come and take a look at the dining- 



room.'* 



'^ Oh, we're not cold. Show us at once.'' 
The folding-doors, which communicated with 
the hall, were thrown triumphantly open, and 
certainly the scene was charming. The noble 
room was all draped with red, white, and blue, 
Und these were days when those colours yet 
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hallowed every feast upon which they shone. A 
fine trophy gleamed above the tall, quaintly- 
carved wooden mantel; a great fire blazed 
upon the hearth; and then the flowers, — ^the 
flowers upon the table ! 

Isabel, whose raptures did not rise readily to 
her lips, could little more, in the first moment, 
than sigh her admiration. But McArthur, 
who was in wonderful spirits that night, tossed 
his cap, and gave a long whoop of boyish 
ecstasy. 

''Who's the artist ?'' he cried. ''Mrs. Jim- 
myson/' turning upon her with the old nick- 
name which he had adopted when, as a flaxen- 
haired urchin, he used to tease her for apples, 
"do you pretend to say that this is your 
work?'* 

"I did just what I was told,'' replied the 
housekeeper, bridling, "and there was others 
to help ; and I think it looks well.'' 

" Well ? That's what I call restraint in style. 
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Well? Why, it's Orientally magnificent and 
unspeakably splendiferous ! Hallo, mademoi- 
selle!'' (Just then Mrs. Jameson was called 
off by her husband.) " What's the matter with 
you?" 

For Isabel Had taken a delicate little note 
from the tip-top of the highest flower-pyramid, 
and was reading it with a high colour and a face 
that betrayed emotion. 

''It is all the Colonel's doing," she said, 
Boffcly, holding out the note to her companion. 
''He has lain in his sick-room and contrived 
all 'the loveliness. Whose else could the taste 
have been? Oh, how sweet, how generous he 
is ! How few people understand or appreciate 
him!" 

Captain McArthur twirled his moustache dryly, 
but did not take the note. "The decorations 
are handsome," he said, in a tone which was 
no longer boyish,— intensely mannish, rather; 
^^ but—" 
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'^But what, pray?'' 

He strode to the doors, which Mrs. Jameson 
had left open, and shut them with something 
approaching a bang. '^ But the fact is, Isabel,'' 
he said, returning and looking at her steadily, 
'^ I don't like them the better for knowing that 
they are a special attention from Colonel Pryor to 
you." 

Belle drew herself up and returned him her 
own haughtiest gaze. '^I do not understand 
you," she said. 

'^Didn't I speak plainly? I intended it. I 
have always admired the Colonel, in some 
ways, and have defended him from some a«per- 
sions in my time ; but, by Heaven ! I am out 
of patience with that inveterate and universal 
love-making, which it seems he can't suspend 
even now ! No, thank you ! " as the note was 
disdainfully pushed a little nearer him. ''I'm 
, quite familiar with his complimentary style. 
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Who isn't? I have no doubt that such notes 
are pleasant for a lady to receive — '' 

Isabel's eyes began to flash. ''^You are for- 
getting yourself strangely!'' she said. '^Even 
if there were any excuse for these unworthy 
insinuations, what possible right have you to 
make them ? " 

Well," answered McArthur, in a low tone, 

since you ask me, I'll tell you what I think 
gives me the right. I've known you all my 
life, and loved you ever since I can remember. 
You know yourself that, so long ago as when 
we used to play in these orchards together, we 
felt that we belonged to one another. Then 
we grew up, and I never thought twice about 
any other girl. Then you went abroad, .and I 
went after you. I didn't think there was the 
power on earth or heaven to call me off and 
keep me away from you for years, but of 
course there was I I said to myself that you 
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would never have a half-hearted or dishonour- 
able fellow; and that such an one would not 
be worthy of you/' 

Isabel's anger was fading fast. She had had 
a hard struggle, if she had but known it, to 
keep back the tears. The simple soldier, with 
his young life full of action, had never so much 
as read, — 

** I could not love thee, dear, so much, 
Loved I not honour more." 

^^ In all the hardest times I thought most of 
you. Twice I supposed I should never see you 
again. Then I came home, and here you were, 
more beautiful than ever, but somehow you 
were changed. You were distant and pre- 
occupied, and I could not come at you. Then 
I began to hear it whispered that my old 
Colonel, whom I loved too, admired you ex- 
tremely. I knew he admired everything hand- 
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some, and thought very little of that, but when 
they began to say that you were infatuated about 
him—'' 

Isabel's lip curled again. 

'^I beg your pardon. Good girls like you 
don't know how men talk. I stamped upon 
them as they deserved, and swore you were the 
favourite of the house, and all that; but all the 
same T could not help seeing that you were in 
a sort of dream, and I said to myself that if your 
thoughts were running on such a grand cavalier 
as that, there could be no chance whatever for a 
fellow hke me. So I began to hate him, and was 
mean enough to be a little glad when this long 
illness took him, as I hoped, out of the way. You 
must forgive me if I have said anything I ought 
not." 

There was a silence of three seconds, and then 
Isabel sighed, — 
" Oh, Harry ! " 
He had the fine instinct which does not need 
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to reflect before seizing an advantage. ^' Do you 
mean/^ he cried impetuously, 'Hhat you might 
possibly do more ? Speak quick ! " 

" I suppose I do. I mean that I like you just 
as well as I ever did/^ 

'^By Heaven! I want something more than 
that. Do you love me as I love you? Will 
you marry me, if ever I can make a suitable 
home for you? IVe idled about shamefully 
since the war, but it's been because of my 
doubt and disappointment about you. Will you, 
Belle ? '' 

'^ Yes, Harry.'' 

'^ God I can it be true ? Give me one kiss, 
my blessed girl I " 

" Another ! '' 

'' No, no I " 

^* Hurrah for the Colonel now ! '' cried the 
person thus repulsed, as his eye fell once more 
upon the splendid flowers. " Heaven bless him, 
and all his dainty devices ! What a deal of 
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money lie must have spent 1 After all, you who 
never served under him don^t half know what a 
hero he is 1 '' 

" Stop a minute, Harry ,^' said Isabel with lofty 
gravity, " I want to be perfectly honest with you, 
also/' 

" Oh, never mind about that I '^ 

'^ But I choose. I did once worship Colonel 
Pryor in a way, when he first came home. I 
saw him constantly, and I could not help think- 
ing about him a great deal. I thought him a 
perfect model of manners .'' 

'' Well, and so he is I I'll fight it out on that 
line with anybody.'' 

'' But I liked his manners to me I I liked his 
flattery, — oh, so much I I liked my privilege 
of going there at any time. I wasn't in love with 
him — " 

"My darling, you can't suppose I meant to 
imply it ! " 

" But I did think that whoever loved me must 
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be a good deal like him, and love me in just iyhat 
way/' 

" FU try to do it in any way you prefer/' 

" Nonsense ! What I want you to understand 
is, that he was my beau-ideal/' 

'^And quite naturally! I shouldn't much 
wonder at a woman's breaking her heart for 
him." 

'^ I never was anywhere near that ! My heart 
is not of a fragile kind, I fancy I But I thought 
no other outsider knew the real beauty of his 
character as I did, and I was very much distressed 
when he became so ill." 

" So was every lady in Guildford, I verily 
believe ! " 

''But this winter,'^ continued Miss Eae ex- 
pUcitly, ''although so kind, as you see, he has 
quite left off petting me. He could not endure 
hearing me read, and then came Mrs. Drown, 
whose voice was perfectly soothing and charm- 
ing to him." 
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" That little actress I By Jove I '' 

" And so, althoagh I have been there almost 
every day, it has been more than formerly to see 
Mrs. Pryor, who I do think, Harry, is about the 
grandest woman alive. It has not been quite as 
fascinating as it used to be, but I think somehow 
it has been more healthful. Hark ! There are 
their bells now.*' 

" Then give me one more kiss !'' 

Captain Harry was not a curious analyst of 
character, but he knew too much to expect 
Isabel's first embraces to be very ardent. 

It was ordained that there should be more 
than one order of love-making at that winter 
festival. 



CHAPTER X. 



BREAKING THE ICE. 



T P Miss Anderson looked unlike herself in 
the weird brightness of that memorable 
evening, an undeniable change had also passed 
over the manners of Mr. Warburton. It did 
not appear at first, but was gradually borne 
in upon the consciousness of the scarlet-clad 
maiden as she felt his blue eyes continually 
fastened upon her, amid all her wonderful 
dartings and skimmings and spirals, and had 
some ado to avoid, at every turn, the perfectly 
superfluous assistance of his well-developed 
arm. There had always been something, in his 
muttered and stammering style of compliment, 
which had tickled the girl^s reckless humour; 
but all the amusement which he had hitherto 
famished her in this way, was as nothing to 
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the entertainment provided for her this evening. 
She was convinced, however, as she had often 
fancied before, that he had made fitfiil and in- 
effectual, but wholly serious, attempts to restrain 
even these halting gaUantries, and, piqued by 
this notion, and by the excitement, and a 
certain license of the occasion, she lured him 
on for the mere pleasure of detecting his 
periodic dismay, lest he should indeed have 
committed himself. Her superior skill upon 
the ice gave her a constant advantage in her 
tactics of advance and retreat, and the dance 
which she led him, about island and cove, was 
one calculated to bewilder any but an extremely 
active and versatile brain. 

Gradually they withdrew a little from the 

• 

rest, and this, also, was partly by design 
on Lily's part, for the Englishman's bearing 
toward the other members of the party was 
unusually distant, and almost supercilious, and 
she was unwilling to have her friends exposed 
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to more of what they called his rudeness than 
was needful. Once, when she paused for a 
moment facing him, and resting her delicate 
cheek against the little black muff which she 
carried, he exclaimed, with an impetuosity 
which rendered his utterance positively dis- 
tinct, — 

'^ ^Pon me soul, Miss Anderson, I wish you 
would not look at me like that/' 

" beg your pardon,'' said Lily, beginning 
to chdsscz. " What is wrong with my looks ?" 

'^But you can't think how supernaturally 
lovely you are, you know." 

She moved oflF a little at this, but the thought 
darted into her naughty head that it would be 
agreeable, for many reasons, actually to refuse 
him. So she flashed her starry eyes upon him, 
and he followed hard after her until she chose to 
rest again. 

" I think," she said, with an air of impartial 
criticism, '^ that you improve steadilyj 
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^' I think you grow more distracting steadily. 

" Of course that cannot be meant for a com- 
pliment." 

^' It means^ Miss Anderson, that if it were not 
for the barriers between us—" 

{" Oh, ho ! " thought Lily, pursing her lips 
with the utmost Republican rancour, ^^ he's al- 
luding to his distinguished relations.") 

" Barriers of which you have no conception." 

C' Indeed, he considers their grandeur beyond 
my imagination, even ! ") 

"Vd. throw myself at your feet, this mo- 
ment \'' 

''Pray don't," interrupted the young lady, 
earnestly, " the ice is very treacherous in some 
places on this river. I'd advise you by all 
means to keep your footing, Mr. Warburton, if 
you can." 

She turned, suddenly, as she spoke, and 
skimmed away up the stream. Like some 
wonderful bird, he thought, with her yellow hair 
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floating behind her in the place of plamage, — 
and of course he followed. The sound of his 
coming spurred her on, and such a power of 
fleet motion seemed to enter into her as she had 
never experienced before, save once or twice, 
perhaps, on daring horseback rides or in dreams 
of flying. Faster and faster yet, — the keen 
air, the dazzling moonlight, the sense of un- 
imagined victory over time and space, the tri- 
umph over her halting lover, — ^all helped to 
intoxicate. She turned her graceful head from 
time to time, and exulted to see her pursuer 
falling behind. An ideal of unfettered move- 
ment had haunted her insubordinate spirit in its 
waking as well as its midnight dreams, and all 
at once her conception seemed on the point of 
being realized. 

Presently the exhilaration of her flight over- 
powered every other emotion, and she forgot 
even that she was followed. The image of the 
man whom she had just saucily defied gave 
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place, by a natural law, under the excitement 
of this weird voyage, to that of the perpetual 
hero of her girlish dreams. He rose before 
her, idealized of course, bat homely, manly, 
and dear, and she did him fresh homage in 
heart. She saw what life might be with him 
— a whole, long, vividly-realized future — 
simple and serious and beneficent, with a vague 
suggestion of blooming roses and country ways 
about it; arduous and yet sweet; free from 
the showy unreality and petty exasperations of 
her home; sublimely innocent of the pomps 
and vanities whereon she doted so much less 
than the world supposed. One person could 
make her gladly independent of these. She 
called to him in her heart, to come and take 
her away into that simpler, safer Ufe. She 
was no longer conscious even of smoothly speed- 
ing on. 

But not being, in fact, disembodied, our 
heroine was presently visited by a sense of some- 
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thing like exhaustion. She had small idea how 
far she had come; but feeling suddenly com- 
pelled to rest and gather breath, she neared 
a little wooded island which here divided the 
stream, seized a bare, depending branch, and 
swung herself upon a prominent rock, blown bare 
by the winds, to recover her forces and await the 
coming of her follower. 

He was nowhere in sight j but he could not, 
in the nature of things, have been visible at 
any considerable distance. Wherefore, in the 
interval before he should appear. Miss Anderson 
began to observe the section of river landscape 
immediately about her, and was a little startled to 
perceive that it was unfamiliar. 

On one side of her the shore of the stream 
was closely wooded. On the other, there were 
open glades ; and beyond, what might be culti- 
vated fields snow-clad. But there was no 
human habitation in sight, nor a single sound 
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to break the crisp stillness, except the strange 
whisper of the lightly-blowing wind among the 
leafless twigs. 

Pear was a sensation which Lily hardly knew ; 
but it did occur to her, while she began to strain 
her eyes and ears for some token of her gallant^s 
approach, that her predicament might possibly 
prove an awkward one. 

What if he had come to grief among the 
windings of that, to him, unknown river when 
equally distant from herself, and from the 
party which they had left so unceremoniously ? 
It was perfectly evident that her own madcap 
flight had been much fleeter than she herself 
supposed, and she hardly liked to guess how far 
she might now be from Orchard Lawn. She 
must go back at once. 

But though fully to be acquitted of any cow- 
ardly care for conventions, Miss Lily was acutely 
conscious of her solitude, besides being fairly 
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spent witli the reckless rapidity of her flight to 
this lone spot^ and she felt an almost unconquer- 
able reluctance to move. 

While rallying her energies, however, she 
detected a sound, — a soft gliding, a slight 
crunching. Somebody was coming at last. 
But hark I Was it not from the wrong direc- 
tion ? Yes, indeed ! It was a solitary skater 
— a man, of course, coming rapidly dovm the 
stream. Lily could not see him, for he was 
behind the wooded islet, and she devoutly hoped 
that he might pass without observing her in her 
extraordinary costume and equally extraordinary 
position. 

There was a moment of suspense, during 
which the scarlet nymph held her breath and 
drew back as far as possible under the shade of 
the winter boughs. Then she heard the swift 
sweep of the voyager around the little point at 
her left. A strong figure stopped short, and 
then sprang forward, and a well-known voice 
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cried out in accents of rather stem amaze- 
ment, — 

" Lilian Anderson I How came you here ? 
Who is with you ? ^' 

" Good gracious. Cousin Charlie ! I never 
was so glad to see any one in my life I Where 
am I, pray ? ^' 

" Don't you know where you are ? Are you 
alone ? What sort of a crazy escapade is this ? 
Are you alone, I say ? '' 

^'T — yes. N — no, not exactly. I expect 
that Englishman every moment/' 

^' Oh, you do ! It's an eligible place for an 
appointment, at nine o'clock at night, six miles 
from home ! " 

" Heavens ! Is it really so far ? I began to 
think I had come an immense distance, and it 
all looked so strange." 

Her degage air softened his wrath a little, in 
spite of himself. ''You know the place well 
enough," he said. ''We've often boated up 
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here. It is .where those farm buildings were 
burned in the autumn. It was their absence 
which made it look unfamiliar.'' 

'^ Ah^ I see I but — four miles I We came 
from Orchard Lawn, you know." 

''I know nothing about it. Perhaps, now, 
you will be good enough to explain.'' 

'^ Hoity-toity ! How did you come here 
yourself?" 

'' I left the Guildford train three miles north, 
at the Junction, for the express purpose of 
skating down the river." 

^^ That's very satisfactory, at all events." 

'' Can you be equally explicit ? " 

'' I suppose I can, if I choose. But where do 
you think that man can be, Charles ? " 

*^ I neither know nor care. I know that you 
will not be abandoned to his protection again to- 
night, however you escaped it." 

^^ Escaped ? How clever you are ! If you 
must know, that's exactly what I did. I ran * 
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away from him. Belle Eae has a party at 
Orchard Lawn to-night, and we were all out 
on the ice. He was uncommonly disagree- 
able—" 

^'Then, at least, you do not care for him, 
Lily-'' 

" Don't interrupt ! You can judge for your- 
self. I tell you he was hateful, both in the 
airs he put on to the rest, and in his flatteries 
to me. So I drew him off from the others 
first, and then started away merely to tease 
him. I don't quite know whether I meant him to 
follow me, but he did for awhile. Then he fell 
behind, and, finally, was out of sight ; but some- 
thing wild was in me, I think, for I kept on until 
I dropped upon this rock to rest." 

" Where you must not sit still another moment! 
I fear you have taken cold already." 

'' Oh, no I I'm still aglow ; but I begin to 
think that something has happened to Mr. 
Warburton." 
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^'I^m not alarmed. He is a good skater, 
isn't lie ? '' 

" He is learning fast ; but he don't know the 
river, of course, and I suppose there are dan- 
gerous places in it, as usual/' 

" Plenty of them ! What a reckless girl 
you are! Yes, we had better go back at 
once." And he took the little fur-clad paw 
which Lily extended meekly as any kitten, and 
assisted her to descend from her perch and regain 
her balance on the ice. Then, to her surprise, 
he hesitated before starting. 

" You have relieved my mind so far," he said, 
" that I believe I shall tell you something which 
may help to explain my abruptness — " 

" Oh, that requires no explanation, I'm sure," 
she interrupted, saucily. 

His next step, however, was to take oflF his 
overcoat. 

" What are you doing that for ? Eidiculous 
nonsense I Do you suppose I'll put on that 
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thing ? I tell you Vm perfectly glowing. Take 
it away ! '^ 

But the masterful individual so vivaciously 
adjured only imprisoned her two resisting hands, 
muflf and all, in one of his, and, with the other, 
threw the rough garment around her shoulders 
and held the breasts of it together. 

^' I'm not sure I ought to speak before I have 
proof,^' said he, ''but I have some reason to 
bolieve that the man with whom you have just 
run your insane race, has been deceiving you 
all.'' 

" No, Charles ! It would be too much hap- 
piness I This is the very thing I have desired, 
but dared not hope. What, not a Bishop's 
nephew, after all ? Oh, say a lackey ! Say a 
navvy 1 '' 

'' No,'' replied Mason, gravely. '' If he's the 
man I suppose, his social position is exactly 
what he claims. Nor do I see any proper ground 
for exultation in the misdemeanours of a clergy- 
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man. Bat there is, at leasts an unworthy myBtery 
aboat him." 

*' What sort of misdemeanoors ? '' 

" I cannot explain.'' 

Then he released her from his overcoat and 
resumed it himself^ and the two set forth. 
Presently, Lily, — 

" How did you learn this ? " 

''Casually, through a letter from a friend 
abroad. Mind, I don't know it. I only be- 
Heve." 

'' All the better 1 I think I have heard you say 
that faith is higher than knowledge." 

'' I wouldn't jest about it, if I were you," said 
her companion, rather grimly. ''Your levity 
had like to have led you a deal too far." 

"My levity, is it? I think what you so 
handsomely term my levity has been, the only 
saving clause in the whole affair. What do 
you say to mamma's credulity, and Dr. 
Price's ? " 
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" I think they will be more scrupulous another 
time/' 

They had now rounded the first point on their 
return voyage, and no one was in sight. What 
if he had drowned himself of his own accord, the 
lively young lady suggested, or taken this oppor- 
tunity to escape altogether ? 

'^I don't credit him with so much fore- 
thought,'' was the answer. ^' I only dread an 
accident." 

But, at the second turning, a figure loomed 
up at a considerable distance, in which the keen 
eyes of Miss Anderson' at once recognized her 
whilom cavalier, and she nodded the fact to 
her present rather sombre protector. The ex- 
planation of Mr. Warburton's delay was really 
simple enough. He had been far outstripped, 
but was pressing on, as in duty bound, when 
the fastenings of one of his skates gave way, 
and he had sought the shore to repair it. The 
process to his unskilled fingers was a long and 
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imperfect one; and he found himself com- 
pelled, when he took the ice again, to proceed 
more slowly and cautiously than hitherto, in 
his pursuit of the strange little refugee. He 
appeared to descry the two coming figures 
almost immediately after they discovered him, 
and, when he had done so, he hesitated, stopped, 
and finally turned, and retreated slowly before 
them. 

^^What do you suppose he thinks of me?'^ 
asked Lily, naively, after some moments of 
reflection. 

^^I cannot say. Perhaps it would be worth 
while, in future, to consider beforehand what 
people are likely to think and say.'^ 

'^Very welll But I wouldn^t be a Polar 
Bear.''' 

Then stern Justice relaxed a little about the 
corners of the eyes, and there was the faintest 
possible squeeze of the elbow which Mr, Mason 
was supporting. 
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They went on in this way, — the distance 
between them and the advancing figure inevi- 
tably lessening a little, until Orchard Lawn was 
once more in view, and the question of how 
they should bear and how explain themselves 
began to harass not a little the souls of the 
truants. The ice appeared deserted. The 
revellers had seemingly all sought the house. 
All at once Miss Anderson, who had been 
moving on a little languidly, and with eyes 
cast down, felt her companion start and with- 
draw his supporting arm, with a smothered 
exclamation. She looked up and saw it all. 
The figure in advance of them had stopped 
again, struggled frantically for an instant, then 
its foothold crashed beneath it, and it was 
gone ! 

Mason swept onward and flung himself prone 
upon the ice at the edge of the terrible chasm. 
Lily darted to his side. 

'' Go on ! '' he said. " TeU the others ! '' 
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'^ I won't leave you ! '' 

" Go on, I say ! Call ! Fly ! T shall need 
help/^ 

Just how she obeyed this order. Miss Ander- 
son never knew. She only knew that she met 
some one on the ice, and gasped out her tale 
before she gained her goal. But she turned 
very dizzy as her feet touched the bank, and 
had but a confused recollection of being helped 
up across the lawn, while a score of men were 
running wildly down it to the shore. When 
she came fully to herself, she was sitting on 
the lower step of the great hall-staircase, at 
the Lawn, and Belle Eae had her arm about 
her and was trying to make her swallow some 
wine out of a spoon, held in a rather tremulous 
hand. The wide front door was open. The 
cold night air blew in and flared the lamps. 
A few of the girls were running about ner- 
ously, and wringing their hands. Others hud- 
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died together, pale and speecUess. Mrs. Pryor 
was issuing steady orders to have restoratives 
in readiness in the housekeeper's room, which 
opened off the hall, and had been prepared as 
a coffee-room. Mrs. Jameson and Mrs. Drown 
appeared to be quietly obeying her. 

'' What is it ? " said Lily in her bewilderment. 
'' Are they safe ? '' 

'^ Oh, we don^t know yet. Hark ! '' 

There was a faint sound, like a cheer, from 
the direction of the river. 

Mrs. Pryor stepped out upon the verandah, 
and most of the terror-stricken trooped after 
her. Greorge Aspinwall was running up the 
lawn, and when he saw them he waved his 
hat. 

" It's all right ! '' he shouted. " The man's 
alive, and coming to himself. Charles Mason 
appears to have dropped from heaven and pulled 
him out of the water somehow, but it was a 
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'^ CemainlT. TLere are plentj of Mr. Pryor's 
Ii£re. Girls/' said Mrs. Aagosta, &cmg round 
cpja hs- ff ottering followers, ''you had better 
all go luck, and keep oat of the way. Had 
they not, Mr. AspinwaD ? Go into the parlour^ 
or dining-room^ or anywhere, bnt don't obstmct 
the passage ! ^' And she retnmed^ driving her 
flock before her, but overlooked the group 
upon the stairs, where Lily had started up 
and clasped her hands at the sound of Mr. 
Aspinwall's voice, and was now sobbing in a 
smothered fashion, with her head on Isabel's 
knee. Mrs. Drown, also, whose unexpected 
officiency Augusta had found time to note and 
silently commend, remained, as a matter of 
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course, by the side of her patroness, when the 
young men slowly brought in, and deposited 
upon an improvised couch in the coffee-room, 
their half-conscious burden. 

It was a solemn procession, although so 
much less awful than it might have been; and 
it would not have been very surprising if, at 
the exciting moment of its arrival, no one had 
been observing little Mrs. Drown. But it so 
happened that Mr. Aspinwall did glance her 
way, and he saw what spurred his curiosity to 
professional alertness. He saw her eyes dilate, 
when they fell on the prostrate figure, and a 
sudden whiteness came around her lips. He 
saw her start forward, with an action that 
seemed to him like the spring of some lithe 
animal, then check herself, and stand stock 
still, with her hands a little clenched, as he 
fancied, and her face fixed in a concentrated 
expression, whose exact meaning he found it 
impossible to decipher. She retained her 
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trance-like posture until partially aroused by 
some one brushing past her, then retreated, 
still as in a kind of dream, and sank down 
upon the seat of one of the broad windows 
which flanked the hall-door, where she absently 
pulled the red woollen curtain about her, as 
if unconsciously trying to shield herself from 
observation. 

This was interesting. The lawyer roamed 
vigilantly about; exchanged commonplace re- 
marks with one and another; learned at the 
door of the cofEee-room that the rescued man 
was rapidly reviving; saw Mrs. Jameson com- 
mune a moment with Captain McArthur ; and the 
latter, who knew the house well, summon Mr. 
Mason, and bid that unbidden guest foUoar 
him up-stairs; saw — and drew his collateral 
conclusions from this also — the unbidden 
guest clasp, with a sort of sacred fervour, the 
slim hand which Miss Anderson impulsively 
extended to him as he passed her; and finally 
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sauntered away in the direction of the window- 
seat. 

''This is a rather tragic ending to a gay- 
evening, Mrs. Drown/^ he said. 

She looked up, a little startled by his voice, 
but with eyes that defended themselves by 
twofold watchfulness from the scrutiny of his 
own. 

'^ How tragic ? '' she said. '^ It might have 
been much worse. The gentleman is recover- 
ing, they say.'' 

''Oh, yes. He is nearly right. A night's 
rest will restore him perfectly. But it was 
an extremely narrow escape. A stranger, you 
know, and not as well acquainted with the 
river as the rest of us; but very athletic for 
a clergyman." 

"Are not clergymen athletic?" she inquired, 
still looking fixedly at him, in a way that made 
him feel a little as if he had exchanged with 
her the inquisitive place he had meant to take. 
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and he answered, with a slightly awkward 
laugh, — 

''Why they are supposed — ^aren't they? — 
to be more devoted to spu'itual than physical 
culture. Haven^t you a rather cold seat there, 
Mrs. Drown? May I not take you to the 
supper-room for some refreshment ? '' 

For Mrs. Pryor had bethought herself of 
this refuge for her agitated guests, and, two by 
two, they were beginning to stray in thither, 
and regale themselves, as appetite returned, 
after the sudden shock and check to their 
gaiety. 

'' No, I thank you,'' replied the little lady in 
her distinct speech, after a moment of what 
seemed meditation, ''I wish to see Madam 
Pryor.'' 

So Aspinwall offered her his arm again, and 
she rose and took it, unwillingly, he perceived, 
and with a little touch of dislike. 

Sut Augusta was not immediately to be 
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found; and^ since the house was not all open 
for this unseasonable /e^e, their field of research 
was limited. In truth, the mistress of the man- 
sion was just at that moment consulting with 
Mrs, Jameson, in the rather remote kitchen, 
where that busy officer was making arrange- 
ments to have dried, around the roasting fire, 
the dripping garments of Mr. Warburton. 

Mrs. Pry or had warned Miss Eae that, if 
dancing were continued late, she must herself 
leave before the party broke up; since she 
must, at all events, be back in the city before 
midnight. But, in the excitement of the late 
adventure, time had passed unnoted, and it 
was already past eleven; and a sudden sharp 
anxiety, about home and her husband, had 
seized Augusta's usually reasonable mind, in 
the reaction from her recent fright. 

'^ I must go,'' she said to her faithful coadju- 
tor, ^'but whom shall I leave with you? For, 
of course, the gentleman must remain over- 



202 IS THAT ALL? 



night, and you cannot do everything. Dr. 
Witherspoon says there may be a Kttle danger 
of fever, although he thinks not. Oh, why 
can^t those thoughtless young people have the 
wit to go home V 

'^ ^Cause they never think of nothing ! If I 
was you, Mrs. Pryor, I'd tell ^em to go." 

" Oh, no ! They are Miss Rae's guests, even 
more than mine, and I cannot disperse them.'' 

^^ I could ! But I guess Jameson and me can 
manage for the night. You'd ought to go, 
any way!" — Here a moist pocket-book fell 
from the coat which Mrs. Jameson was hand- 
ling, half the contents of it slipped out, and 
she stooped her stout person with a little grunt 
to gather them up. — ^'Why, good land, Mrs. 
Pryor ! " she exclaimed the next instant, " he's 
got a picter of that woman that's a-staying 
with you ! " 

Augusta held out her hand mechanically, and 
received the carte which Mrs. Anderson had 
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SO irnperfect an opportunity to examine three 
months before. 

'^ Impossible ! I know they have never met ; 
bat what a likeness ! '* Then she too tamed 
the card over, and saw the London mark. 
She remembered her profound ignorance of her 
guest's antecedents, and a swift though vague 
suspicion of having been shamefully imposed 
upon sent the angry blood into her face. ''It 
is a remarkable likeness,^' she repeated, and 
turned to seek her guests again with her 
grandest step, and a head held higher than 
usual, while Mrs. Jameson remained behind, 
sagaciously shaking her own over Mr. Warbur- 
ton's wet garments. 

Augusta saw at least, when she regained the 
hall, that she had underrated the breeding and 
common- sense of the party. All were prepar- 
ing to go away. Wraps were being assumed, 
hats adjusted. Some were already waiting to 
make their adieux. In the very focus of light 
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and motion^ opposite the open doors of the 
still brilliant dining-room, our lofty lady 
encountered Mr. Aspinwall and Mrs. Drown, 
and the latter promptly accosted her. 

^^ I have been seeking you, madam ; I know 
you are now anxious to return to your invalid 
husband.^' 

'^Pray do not make yourself uneasy about 
that." 

''Ah, but I know," she persisted steadily, 
the artificial timidity of her manner vanishing 
at once the moment the other^s became really 
formidable. " He has been alone a long while. 
But you will wish to leave some one here to 
see that all is done for the gentlenian in there, 
and I will remain.'^ 

'' I see no propriety in such an arrangement." 

''There is the utmost propriety,'^ was the 
defiant retort, " for the man is my husband ! ^' 

Her speech was penetrating, as we know, 
and every one heard. Augusta thought she 
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perceived, and it redoubled her anger, that the 
revelation had been deliberately planned with 
a view to publicity and dramatic effect. There 
was now no avoiding a scene. 

'^How am I to credit jon/' she said very 
haughtily, ^^ after all your deception? You are 
neither of you, it appears, what you pretend 
to be.'' 

'^If you have any doubt,'' was the firm 
answer, " come with me into that room where he 
is. But you had much better leave us alone." 

Mrs. Pry or hesitated an instant, then handed 
her late guest, contemptuously enough, the 
carte de visite which she had retained. ^^ Tou 
can restore him that if you like. I suppose it 
proves that there is some sort of connexion 
between you." 

'' Did he have that about him ? " inquired the 
other, with the first shade of softness in her 
voice. 

Then Mr. Mason came near. ^^ Allow me to 
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urge you to leave them, Mrs. Pryor,'' he said ; 
" I know a little about this strange story, and 
I have been waiting the opportunity to give 
you a warning. It is bad enough, perhaps, but 
it might have been worse.^' 

The doubly astonished guests had still suffi- 
cient tact to make their farewells very short. 

^'We will all go, Isabel,^^ said Mrs. Pryor, 
too overstrained to be other than stem and 
towering even to her favourite. ^' I am far too 
late already. Come to me in the morning." 

Will it be believed, however, that there 
were four young people present who were 
egotistical enough to retain a consciousness 
of their own concerns through all the accumu- 
lated excitements of the evening ? 

^' What an evening ! " sighed Isabel to Cap- 
tain Harry, casting one longing look behind, 
as they passed the door of the dining-room. 
" Those lovely arrangements of Colonel Pryor's 
were almost thrown away ! 
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'^ Not at all ! ^^ was the empliatic response. 
" The room was beautified for just us two, and 
none too fine, either ! ^' 

''What an evening ! '' murmured Charles 
Mason to his companion, as they paused a 
moment on the verandah and looked up the 
river. '' Was I very cross to you up yonder. 
Cousin Lily ? " 

'' Tolerably, Cousin Charlie ; but how Colonel 
Piyor^s old dress-coat did become you ! I never 
saw you look so well in my life ! Oh, mamma, 
mamma ! what will you say now ? " 



CHAPTER XI. 



CONFUSION. 



T^HE rapid ride back to town seemed pain- 
fully slow to Au^sta Pryor, for her 
thoughts were in a whirl. If they turned back 
to what she had left, resentment, a mingled 
scorn and distrust of the late inmate of her 
house, and the keen sense of an insulting 
mystery increased every instant. If home- 
ward, the apprehension returned that Alfred 
had somehow suflTered from her protracted 
absence, mingled with a new alarm at the 
shock her story would give him, and the 
slightest possible bitterness when she reflected 
how completely that artful little no suit- 
able substantive occurred — had seemed of late 
to captivate his difficult fancy. She hardly 
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waited for the horses to be checked at her own 
door before she sprang out, unaided, ran up the 
long steps, and pulled the bell-handle more 
violently than she knew. 

The answer was not immediate, and she 
sharply pulled again. Then slow steps were 
audible in the hall, there was fumbling at the 
lock, that lasted an exasperating while, and 
just in time, she thought, to save her from 
distraction, the door was opened, and Augusta 
beheld a strange figure with disordered hair, 
blinking eyes that betrayed the recent nap, and 
the most ^^ hygienic ^^ of winter travelling costumes. 
In short, it was her friend Mrs, Wyllys. 

'' Laura ! '' 

" Oh, you have come at last ! I certainly 
thought you never would. Are you often out so 
late ? '' 

^^ Often ? Never ! When did you come ? 
Have you been tal^en care of ? Do you know 
how Alfred is ? " 
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^^I came just when I said I should in the 
telegram, my dear ! 

'^ There has been no telegramJ 

" Oh, but indeed I sent one. Or, stay ! — 
There was so much to be done on that last 
morning ! — notes and despatches and reports 
of proceedings to be sent off ! — Such a delight- 
ful and successful Convention as we have had, 
my dear I — but I must tell you of that another 
time. It is just possible — True enough ! 
Here is the message I wrote in my bag, this 
moment. It was never sent 1 Well, at all 
events I came at half- past nine, and there 
seemed to be nobody about whatever, but one 
nice, frightened little maid. I really am afraid 
there^s something wrong among your servants, 
my love I " (Mrs. Pryor silently decreed the 
decapitation of Grant.) ^^ I told the girl that I 
was famished, and she did the best she could 
for me, I dare say, but of course it was rather 
cold.^' (Mental decapitation of the cook.) 
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" And then I inquired for Colonel Pryor, and 
found that the man who usually comes in from 
outside to attend him in the evening, had not 
come at all/' 

" Good heavens ! '' cried Augusta, turning pale. 
"Then he is up yet! Excuse me, Laura, 
I must go — ^' 

'• Don't be in such haste ! I don't know what 
you call uj), but I assure you he is all right. 
I said to the girl, ^ Colonel Pryor and I are very 
old friends, and I will go right up to his room 
myself, and sit with him until Mrs. Pryor 
returns.' " 

Augusta's heart died within her. 

" So I did j and he was surprised to see me, 
of course, but I didn't let him know how 
frightfully ill I thought he was looking, and 
I sat down and told him all about the Conven- 
tion—" 

(" Then he is dead already," thought Augusta 
in her despair.) 

^ 
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''And eren read him some of the reports, 
whidi I hftd in my bag. He seemed mach 
interested." 

{'' Polite to his murderess! I can believe 
it.") 

^^ And I staiTed with him, I should think, an 
hour and a half. And then he thanked me, 
and told me he saw I was fatigued, and begged 
ncie to take a little rest, adding that he would 
not in the least mind being alone, and that you 
were sure to come soon. So you see there is 
no need for vou to hasten.'' 

''" Indeed I must." 

*StaT, my dear,— one or two things I feel 
I o^nght to say to you. In the first place — ^I 
«^y it ontjnrfit^ because I know you are not a 
norrottSs weak-minded woman, to be crazed by 
aUrtn — I f5nd your husband a great deal worse 
lli*tt I had in^gined. I don't refer to the 
l^araly^si^ orwhatorer it is, but to his general 
. li^Mihh^ llo i$ thinner, iiioi>e shattered. And 
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I want to beseecli you, Augusta, to lay aside 
your prejudices for his sake, and consult a doc- 
tor ; or, at least, a person who has performed 
some perfectly startling cures among us lately. 
It would be peculiarly convenient in the dear 
Colonel^s case, because you only need send a lock 
of the patient^s hair — ^^ 

Augusta^s much-tried temper gave way. ^^ No 
earthly consideration, Laura, as you know, 
would ever induce either Alfred or me to con- 
sult a quack, I consider you most unfortunately 
credulous. We are likely to have trouble enough 
with that theatrical woman you sent us — ^^ 

" Ah, my dear, that is it ! That^s the other 
subject, on which you must allow me as an old 
and true friend, to say one word. I spoke of 
Mrs. Drown, of course, to Colonel Alfred to- 
night, and his manner betrayed at once how 
deeply he has become interested in her. We all 
know his httle foible of old, — that ready suscepti- 
bility—^ 



a 



21 i IS THAT ALL? 



" Silence ! " interrupted Augusta, with her 
blue eyes ablaze. "Not another word of that 
kind, Laura Wyllys ! Tour room shall be ready 
as soon as possible. I^m sorry you should have 
such an inhospitable reception, but I must leave 
you now. Good-night I " 

She went up the great staircase on the wings 
of her manifold wrath. The fire which should 
have warmed the hall was evidently very low. 
The door was ajar from the rear of the upper 
hall into the long western chamber; the tern- 
perature of that room, Augusta noted with fresh 
alarm, as she went in, was many degrees lower 
than usual. The invalid lay on his ordinary 
couch, muffled to the chin with all the wraps 
within his reach, and he was very pale, but 
summoned a faint smile with which to greet her. 

*' Oh, my darling ! " she cried, when she saw 
him, " still there ! What have I done to you ? 
How can I ever forgive myself' for my neglect ? 
Are you dreadfully exhausted ? ^' 
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"I^m cold/^ he said feebly, with a little 
shiver, '^and despicably weak/^ And he shut 
his eyes, but opened them immediately, and 
seemed to make a great eflfort after his wonted 
liveliness. ^^I^m tired,." he said, "despite the 
glorious results of the Convention — ^^ 

*^ Oh, I ought not to have left you ! I would 
never have allowed her in — ^^ 

"But have you had a pleasant evening, you 
and — Mrs. Drown ? ^' 

"Mrs. Drown,'^ she said constrainedly, ^^is 
not come back.'^ 

"You have left her so late? What does it 
mean?'^ This in stronger tones, and with a 
sudden flush. 

" Do not speak of her ! '^ she cried impetu- 
ously. "Neither of us knows what she is! I 
almost hope I may never see her again. What 
ails you, Alfred ? " as his colour changed once 
more. "Is it that you are suffering so much. 



or — ^^ 
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^^ Don't worry ! '^ lie whispered, and fainted 
away. 

In the dismal winter morning twilight — for 
the day dawned overcast — Mrs. Wyllys was 
wakened from a dream of triumphant oratory by 
sounds that conveyed, even to her preoccupied 
mind, ideas of trouble and alarm. 

There was a hurry of slippered steps along 
the passages, and there were repeated openings 
and closings of the hall-door, all the more 
distinct from their evident endeavour to be 
cautious. 

Mrs. Wyllys was a great deal too humane a 
woman to cherish resentment for the sharp 
repulse which she had sustained the evening 
before, and she lay listening with an indistinct 
purpose of getting up to ascertain what it all 
meant, until the sounds died away and were 
succeeded by profound stillness. Then her 
thoughts naturally returned to the composition 
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of her first leader for the reform journal, whose 
editorship she had undertaken; and in the 
midst of this exercise drowsiness overcame her, 
and she did not wake again until the light 
announced a late morning hour, although the 
sky was grey. 

Something in the atmosphere of the dwelling 
seemed then to remind her of her passing 
anxieties; wherefore she rose, assumed her 
simple costume in some haste, and descended to 
the library. 

Augusta met her there, wearing a plain dark 
wrapper, and looking, for Augusta, very haggard. 
She had not lain down for the night, but her face 
and voice were singularly gentle. 

'^Alfred is very ill this morning,^^ she said, 
simply. " He took cold yesterday, and has 
high fever. The doctors have been here, and I 
can see that they think him in danger. I shall 
not leave him to-day, of course ^^ — ^here the 
lip, which was considered so haughty, trembled 
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a little — ^^ but I wanted to come and beg your 
pardon, Laura, for my rudeness last night — " 
'^ Oh, don^t mention it ! Only tell me — " 
"Yes, I will explain all I can, and that is 
little enough. She, Mrs. Drown, has been in 
the house all these weeks, but I have always 
felt her something of a mystery. I believed 
her first story, the same that she told you, and 
had always a feeling that it would be indehcate 
to press her confidence about a painful past. 
Alfred enjoyed her reading, and he could enjoy 
very little. Last night we went up to our seat 
on the river. My young friend Miss Rae had 
a skating-party, and I helped her receive her 
guests there. Mrs. Drown went too — the first 
time that she has gone into any company. 
There was a young Englishman there — a clergy- 
man, who has been spending the winter in 
town, and very much admired and sought — 
really a well-mannered man. He was out on 
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the ice with the rest, and there was an accident. 
He just escaped drowning, and was brought 
into the house half dead. Then Mrs. Drown, 
as she called herself, stepped forward before 
the whole company, and claimed him for her 
husband — '^ 

'* Heavens and earth ! What did you do ? 
Did you come away and leave her there ? " 

" What else could I do ? I had been absent 
far too long, as the event has proved. I know 
no more ; but I cannot think of it now. I can- 
not think of them. I cannot imagine whether 
she will return here, or when. Some time, I sup- 
pose, she must do so, but I feel as if I never 
wanted to see her again. I am glad you are here, 
Laura ; and if you will only stay in this room and 
receive whoever calls — " 

" Of course I will do that ! What, not a widow 
at all ? Pray don^t blame me ! " added Mrs. 
Wyllys, rather inconsequently. 
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But Augusta was too heavy-liearted to per- 
ceive tlie joke. " Certainly not ! We were equally 
deceived/' 

'^ Persons in your position and mine, my dear 
Augusta,'^ said Mrs. Wy Uys, with an air of 
weary responsibility, " have so many appeals 

— such conflicting claims to adjust — we have 
the reputation of being able and willing to assist. 
I often think it is like the old Roman patients, — 
clients, I mean. Of course we make occasional 
mistakes.^' 

"Yes,^^ said Mrs. Pryor absently. "And 
now you will not mind my leaving you. I will 
have them bring your breakfast here, Laura, and 
I hope it may be fit to eat." 

"Oh, pray don't concern yourself I An egg 

— a chop — anything ! I have important writing 
which will occupy me nearly all the morning, — 
that is, if I cannot be of use in the sick-room. 
After all, you know, you may be unnecessarily 
alarmed. Peter, my husband, nearly dies of his 
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own terror every time lie haa the slightest attack. 
JBut ohj my dear, if you only would not have the 
old practice ! '^ 

Then Augusta escaped; the quamt notion 
occurring to her, even in the midst of her 
deadly anxiety, that it was almost disloyal to 
Alfred to let a woman receive visits in his 
library with such opinions, big boots, and no 
train I 

So it was Mrs. Wyllys who arose from amid 
the professional half-sheets by which she was 
soon irradiated at the ivi'iting-table, and told 
the grave tidings of the morning first to Isabel 
Rae, and then to a score of other callers who 
came, impelled by a not unnatural excitement 
and curiosity about the events of the evening 
before. 

The Pryors had lived exclusively, even 
among their own kind ; and I fear it was only 
Isabel, and a very few more, who turned away 
pierced by a sympathy for the inmates of the 
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Hn. Anderson was in a state of nnfeigned 
agiradon. She had leceiTed the rash of Lily 
to her dressEng-room in the early morning after 
the river /V/'e^ and the antazing disclosare which 
that clexer maiden tried hard not to make 
excitant^ with an assumption of lofty incre- 
dulity. 

"1 know nothing of the woman/' she said; 
''Augusta Pryor has always appeared to me 
most unfortunately accessible to impostors, but I 
shall not lightly surrender my confidence in Mr. 
Warburton/' 

^' But if the woman is the man's wife^ mamma^ 
they must know something of one another/' 
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The story is too preposterous I I wonder 
that Augusta Pryor should have left them 
together. I shall send up at once to inquire 
for Mr. Warburton, and oflfer to take him 
home/' 

" But, mamma, Charles Mason — '* 

"Appears to have intruded into the company 
very strangely." 

'^ Intruded, mamma ? Where would Mr. War- 
burton have been but for him ?'' 

Later in the morning, Mr. Mason called. 
He was subjected to a' somewhat fitful cross- 
examination, whereby very few facts were 
elicited. 

" I was merely stnick by a rumour, mentioned 
in a letter from Dr. Chasuble, that a young 
English clergyman, of the same name, had left 
his parish rather abruptly, and was thought to 
be now travelling in the United States." 

Mrs. Eose was impressed by the name, as 
the speaker had intended she should be; but 



k 



L giynig ^nn sdll to exercise her 

• I isHT I isacJ" sie ssid ndier foolishly, 
ynt iiT?* lirwBTs baen too williiig to 

-131^ tckt'^ li&i, if TC41 call that an 



J'eniaie i 



_iif di*'X nii«iip£ ana Mr. Anderson entered, 
?«i-ii*?£. HiiL XL & rnjLiTfcin frwxte of mind. 

' 5 TV ET? j.OL ChsTjif-" be died, in his 

i* '=i;vii*ri>B^ -yBgiii nr^ '^ J undgsslAnd that you're 

s. itj»rr. cMic f^rriiSiDeiii in these parts! 

^i-otsr 'iS i^K TttcsHL jsnd Mrs. Colonel's prima 

^ ^y.iu ♦nrx ran xr iire heen in leagne to 

iv^nvvl ns il ! Pr£S3X g'ood joke^ isn't it ? 

"dlxr^ ' 3 «weap I iar^st Una: you're another. 

'^V v^*!: i:ii;tfr,'' if^ addad, Tnatrng a cintch at 

41 ^WKX^ <«r!nn? «DQ smaiile subject, "they say 

tU^N^ ijfci rikr)K» d.icsjais to Colonel Pryor to-day, 

>w^ )wiT^ ueife^m^iid for some more. He ain't 

«5PiNiN>^ TO Ito.'* 



IS THAT ALL? 225 



"Is it possible? How Augusta Pryor must 
reproach herself for having left him last 
night!' 

Just then a note was brought in for Mrs- 
Anderson. It had the tiny Orchard Lawn 
stamp on the upper left-hand corner of the 
sheet, and was written in a curiously cramped 
little hand^ as follows : — 

"Deae Madam, — We are very much obliged 
to you for your kindness, but we propose to 
remain here to-day. My husband has slept 
well, and will soon recover himself of his 
accident. 

" I am, with the most profound respect, 

" HORTENSE WaRBURTON.^^ 

Two notes were also handed to Mrs. Pryor 
that day^ in one of her brief absences from the 
sick-room, one of which was the exact counter* 
part in appearance of that received by Mrs ^^ 
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Anderson, and characterized by the same 
admirable sangfroid. It ran — 

'^Dear Madam, — Such is your kindness, that 
I know you will wish us to remain in your 
country-house until my husband is again in his 
accustomed health. Should you desire to know 
more about him and about my past life, I will 
come and tell you all my history when you 
will. Present my friendship to Colonel Pryor. I 
remain, yours with gratitude and respect, 

"HORTENSE WaRBURTON." 

Of the other missive, a fragment will suffice : 

^^ I just wish to know, ma^am, if it's your 
orders that I'm to supply these folks with all 
they want, and wait on them by inches. The 
young woman, she orders up everything in the 
house, and wine, and fires, and note-paper 
besides; I never see folks make themselves 
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more to home. At least she does. He don't 
say much, one way nor the other; I think 
may be he's a Kttle dizzy yet from his sousing, 
but otherwise as well as ever. I give then 
scalloped oysters that was left over, this morning, 
and she said — '' 

Here Augusta crushed the notes into the 
pocket of her gown, and, sitting down, wrote 
to Mrs. Jameson the briefest possible statement 
of the Colonel's sudden danger, and her own 
' preoccupation, accompanied by a curt command 
that the strange guests should be supplied with 
whatever they required. 

Then she went back, high-nerved and out- 
wardly calm, to her breathless watch. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



RESOLUTION. 



1_^0UR weeks later those deep-seated western 
windows were uncurtained for the first 
time, that a pair of sunken but still brilliant 
eyes might have a distant visionary gliinpse of 
earth and sky. The landscape thus revealed 
was bright with a moving promise of early 
spring. The river was full; the fields beyond 
it, bare. Sweet sunshine, filtered through a 
warm, blue haze, sufiused the scene. 

Augusta Pryor was in her accustomed place, 
by the alcove, as yet. If the countenance 
which she adored had long been delicate, she 
had to own that it looked more shadowy than 
ever in the fuller daylight, just admitted to the 
chamber^ but she thought — infatuated woman! 
— 'that she had never seen its expression more 
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spirited and charming than now. She held a 
letter in her hand. 

" So that/^ said Alfred, ^^ is the reward of 
merit, and the patient absorption of medicine, 
which has been promised and withheld so 
long." 

^^Yes. I really don't see why you should 
not hear it now. And it is so astoundingly 
characteristic ! " 

^' It will be worth hearing, then ! You know 
I am her sworn defender." 

'^ Oh, her cleverness needs no defence. And, 
for the rest, she's a riddle, which you look bright 
enough this morning to help me to solve. This 
came, you know, just after you began to mend. 
While you were at the worst I peremptorily 
refused to see her." 

^' I can believe that." 

"Yes, my lord, and not on your account 
alone, though that was enough. Hadn't she 
lied to me ? Well, then—" 
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« • OscHASD Ijaws, Feb. 26/ 
{" Think of tlieir staying there till then ! ") 

"'My Deab Madam—''' 

'^ Stop a minate ! How that prim address 
recalls her! She was a piquante vision^ I can 
tell yon^ Madam Aagnsta^ to my tired and misty 
eyes. Go on." 

'' ' It seems that you will not see me, although 
I have asked to be admitted to you so many 
times. I am told that Colonel Pryor, who always 
showed me so much goodness, is yet danger- 
ously ill, and I am desolate. But I think this 
is not all the reason why you refuse me. It 
is that you are angry with me, and I do not 
know the cause.' (''Isn't that cool ? ") ' Is it 
because I said to you that my husband is dead, 
when he was living? But when I said that I 
thought never to see him again, but always to 
gain my own life by my readings here in 
America. Now he is come here also, and we 
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shall go away and live together, at least for a 
time/ ('^ Business-like/^) 

^' ' Dr. Price, the rector of the parish where 
my friend has laboured among the poor all 
winter, does not desire his services any longer, 
and we must remove from Guildford/ (^^You 
see they are a pair of injured innocents ! ^^) 'I 
would have liked to see you again, and the 
good Colonel, so noble and generous, but I can 
tell you my story in a letter. Once I almost told 
it to him, he was so kind. If he is not too ill 
he will remember the occasion.^ (^^ There it is 
you see, Alfred ! The whole letter is full of little 
sidelong yearnings over you, — but I^m used to 
that ! '') 

'^ ' I was born in England, but my mother was 
French, and my father had played in French 
theatres, and passed much time in that 
country. Both my parents were on the stage, 
and my father desired me to be an actress also, 
and trained my voice and gestures when I 
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was very young. He thought I would have a 
great career, but my mother did not desire it. 
She was of a good family of emigres, but my 
father was bourgeois. She would have me edu- 
cated for a governess, that I might live among 
ladies and gentlemen. She thought the theatre 
perilous for a young girl. I had no fear, but I 
wanted to be a great actress, not a little one, and 
I wanted to be a lady most of all.' 

" ^ I began, therefore, by teaching French in 
my pension, and after that, still because my 
French was so good, a rich lady engaged me 
as governess to her small children, and took me' 
to her estates. There, when I took the children 
out walking in the park, I used to meet Mr. 
Warburton, who was staying in the neighbour- 
hood. He admired me, and I thought him the 
handsomest man I had evor known, I have met 
finer types since then, — your unfortunate hus- 
band, for example.' (^^ Did you ever hear any- 
thing like it ? Audacious little thing ! '') 
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'^'That summer my mother died, and my 
father, whose fortunes were bad, determined 
to go to AustraKa, to a theatre in Melbourne, 
and was very angry because I would not go 
with him. He thought that there I might have 
• a great career, but I thought that Mr. War- 
burton would marry me, and make me easily a 
great lady, so I remained. By and by, Mr. 
Warburton explained to me his circumstances. 
He was to be a clergyman against his will. 
But if a certain old lady, very rich, should 
die, he might do as he liked, and need have no 
parish. The old lady was then ill, and he asked 
me to marry him in secret, and when he was free, 
after her death, you comprehend, he would dis- 
close all. I consented to this, and then the old 
lady recovered.^ {'^ Unreasonable of her, was it 
not ? '') 

" ^ Mr. Warburton received a parish in a large 
town, and then he would have me remove to 
a cottage in the vicinity, where he could come 
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sometimes and see me. But my life was triste, 
and I soon became frightfully weary there. I 
could see that he very much feared discovery, 
because it would disgrace him with aU pious 
people ; and I did not wish it any more, for what 
would life have been to me in that dull town, — » 
in a rectory, par exemjple ! I knew then that I 
was more fit for a career. I am told that in the 
States of America women are quite free — every- 
thing is easy for them — and I say it will be 
better for us both if I escape. 

" ' So once when he had brought me money, I 
purchased a widow's costume, and took passage 
for New York, but left a note saying that I 
had gone to my father in Australia. You 
know all that happened afterward. It was 
you chiefly, madam, I confess it, who assisted 
me to achieve success.^ (" How magnani- 
mous ! ^^) 'I did not regret my husband while 
I was in your house ; ' {" does she mean to 
credit me with that, I wonder, or her adroit 
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flirtations with you over the Earthly Para- 
dise?''); 'but it alai'ined me, sometimes, to 
remember how I was alone. Then came the 
night when I saw my friend brought in half 
dead, and laid down before me. I said, for one 
moment, I will hide myself, and will not tell 
even now; but his aspect compelled me to 
reveal the truth. I knew that it was destiny 
which had brought us together. He told me, 
when we were alone, that, after I left England, 
there were whispers about him in his parish. 

His visits to me had been observed by the 

• 

curious, and a scandal arose. Then he con- 
fessed our marriage, but was not permitted to 
remain in England. He came here without a 
fjiought of finding me, and he also feels that 
destiny has reunited us.' 

" ' It seems that we cannot well remain here, 
where my prospects are so good, and we pro- 
pose to ourselves to go immediately into the 
West. If, therefore, I may not hope again to 
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see you, will you have the goodness to send 
me my small efiects and tte money which is 
now due me, and which you have so much 
assisted me to gain. I shall reward the person 
who has not served us willingly in this place/ 
(^^She means Mrs. Jameson. I trust she tried 
it ! '^) ' Present once more my compliments to 
the good Colonel, whose complete restoration I 
desire with ardour; and receive yourself the 
assurance of my respectful gratitude.' 

^^ ^ HORTENSE WaRBUBTON.' ^' 

^^Well,*' said Augusta, for Alfred did not 
offer any immediate comment upon the letter, 
^Ms not that extraordinary?^' 

^^ Quite so I but frank and high-spirited, and, 
to my mind, considerably pathetic as well/' 

^^ Now that I do not see ! What strikes me 
most of all, is the total absence of real sensi- 
bility. The letter is exactly like the woman, — 
perfectly clear-headed, and almost uncanny in 
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its nonchalance, with an occasional fitful afiecta- 
tion of sentiment. Her place was on the stage/^ 

"I did not mean that it was subjectively 
pathetic, but merely that I am moved by the 
spectacle of a delicate and rarely-gifted woman, 
in whom a hard and vulgar life seems to have 
killed the germs of natural tenderness/' 

'^The germs were few and feeble, you may 
depend/' 

'* Perhaps ; but after all, Augusta, there was 
a singular magnetism about her/' 

'^ Not for women ! She repelled me from the 
very first, and I shall always think the better 
of my blind instincts that she did so/' 

^^ So vanishes, at all events, a rather uncom- 
mon pair of adventurers. I wonder how Mrs. 
Wyllys feels about her instincts, and Mrs. 
Anderson about hers. This makes an additional 
tie between you and Mrs. Rose, Gus. dear I 

^' Laura is so addled by the numerous causes 
she has adopted, that I don't think individual 
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fates make much impression upon her. Rose 
Anderson I do feel for. 'Tis mucli more 
embarrassing for her and Dr. Price than for 
me, because I never advertised my protegee as 
a saint.^^ 

^^But I don^t see that theirs has been very 
much of a sinner ! A little weak, perhaps.'' 

'^And not entirely straightforward. No, 
Alfred, I do not like lies ! '' 

But the more charitable view of Mr. War- 
burton's character and career was the one 
eventually adopted by the good rector of St. 
Saviour's himself, and with this he endeavoured 
to soothe the chagrin of his most important 
parishioner. 

"After mature deliberation, and some serious 
interviews with himself, I am inclined to regard 
our late friend merely as the victim of an 
exceedingly artful and able woman." So said 
Dr. Price, in his Johnsonian English, and with 
the slightest possible twinkle in the comer of 
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his eye. '^It is not inconceivable to me/' he 

added, '^ that the natural patrons and guardians 

of this young man should have desired for him 

a new career of usefulness, unhampered by the 

associations of an unfortunate past, and that 

they should have endeavoured, by the power of 
their recommendations, to secure him the same ; 

but I am forced to conclude," and here the 
Doctor indulged in a gesture which he usually 
reserved for the pulpit, "thsit the impression 
prevailed among them that a slightly lower 
order of morality and decorum might be admis- 
sible here than could be tolerated under the 
immediate effulgence of Christian civilization I " 

It was during the same visit that Dr. Price 
informed Mrs. Anderson that he had made choice 
of her admirable young relative, Mr. Mason, as 
Mr. Warburton^s successor. 

Frankly, but somewhat feebly, the mother 
remonstrated. 

'^ Lily is an only child, Dr. Price ! You know 
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her expectations. A great deal too youtig 
to understand her own mind; yet so wilful where 
she has taken a fancy ! '* 

^^ A great deal too willful, my dear madam/^ 
said the Doctor, shaking his head wisely, '^to 
be influenced in her little determinations by 
prudential arrangements of yours or mine/' 

Isabel Eae^s engagement was announced at 
about this time, and Alfred, on the first day of 
his promotion to the sofa, insisted on her coming 
up, that he might felicitate her face to face. 
She entered the room, blushing of course, but 
now that her blushes were in order, and no 
longer intensified by her own indignation 
against them, they were no more than brilliantly 
becoming. 

He held her white hand — inevitably — it 
was rather more substantial than his own just 
now — 'while he praised the man of her choice, 
just as a girl best likes to have her lover 
praised; and expressed his joy in her present 
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happiness^ and his faith in her future^ with a 
sympathy so ardent and yet so dehcate, that, 
added to his thrice etherealized appearance, poor 
Belle found it quite overpowering, and was fain 
to turn her head away. 

" What does that mean ? " he cried gaily. 
'' Face the light if you please, miss ! I thought 
so ! A tear stands in your bright blue eye, 
Isabel, and it is for me ! DonH shed it, dear 
girl! I never deserved it less. Fm going to 
recover in a hurry, if that^s what you mean ! 
Did you not know that the gracious Faculty 
have given me fuU permission to get wholly well 
as fast as ever I like ? I shall go abroad to select 
your wedding-present, my dear, and return to 
dance at the ceremony. Now you may go, and 
order that lucky dog, McArthur, to report at 
headquarters for congratulations/^ 

The ensuing winter was, in fact, redeemed 
from dulness in Guildford, by three memorable 
weddings. Miss Rae was united to Captain 
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McArthur; Miss Anderson triumpliantly achieved 
that which, in American society, corresponds 
to marrying the curate; and Miss Annie Faxon 
— Miss Richards being providentially absent 
wiith an invalid friend in Cuba — bestowed her 
hand and a snug fortune, recently inherited from 
the Aunt Nancy for whom she was named, on 
Mr. George Aspinwall. 

All the weddings were splendid ! and although 
it is not the custom in Guildford to publish the 
caterer's bills, an inventory of the bride^s ward- 
robe, or a list of her gifts, I may perhaps be 
allowed to mention, since it is a positive addi- 
tion to the art-treasures of our country, that 
exquisite little cabinet of Mrs. McArthur's filled 
with rarest china, concerning which every one 
cried, with gasps of enthusiasm, that of course 
it could only have been discovered at the ends 
of the earth ; and equally, of course, the contents 
could only have been selected by Colonel Pryor 
in person. 
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The Colonel was present at tliis wedding, 
althougli he did not dance — nobody did — 
and then and there he resumed his position as 
aesthetic dictator and chief ornament of society 
in Guildford. His war-record is almost for- 
gotten now j and all except the few who know 
him intimately are wont to imply, when they 
speak of him, just as they always used, that 
he is a flatterer and a trifler, — elegant, self- 
indulgent, fastidious, and faineant^ to a degree 
that well-nigh passes patience in a native 
American citizen. 

Is that all ? 

Yes ! it is all told — ^my gossiping little story 
— ^a very meringue of a story, you may justly 
complain ; unsubstantial and flavourless. Not a 
great situation or ideal type of character, and but 
one passably fine action ! I confess it. The 
people of Guildford are little better or worse than 
those of other places, and even with them I have 
not mentioned far below the surface. 
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Yet I am half-inclined to appeal against your 
sentence on behalf of one person — my own 
favourite — and to ask whether the strong, 
generous, loyal wife, with her infinite pride 
and devotion, and her unassailable faith, — 
whether Augusta Pryor, in short, be not almost 
worthy to be called a heroine ? 



THE END. 
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Little Women. 2 vols., 2s, 6d, each. (Rose 



Library, 2 vols., xs. each.) 

Old Fashioned Girly best edition, small post 8vo, 



cloth extra, gilt edges, 3^. 6d. (Rose Library, 2X. 6d, and xx.) 

Work. A Story of Experience. New Edition. 



X vol., small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6f. Several Illustrations. (Rose Library, xx.) 

Beginning Again, A Sequel to "Work." is. 

Shawl Straps, Small post 8vo, cloth gilt, ys. 6d, 

Eight Cousins y or the Aunt Hill. Small post 



8vo, with Illustrations, 5^. 

Silver Pitchers, and other Stories. ^ n^^'^^^^^ 



8vo, lor. 6d. Smaller and clieaper cditiotiva OMt^T«s&« 



Sampson Low and Co^s 



Alexander {Sir James E.) Bush Fighting, Illustrated 

by Remarkable Actions and Incidents of the Maori War. With a Map, Plans, and 
Woodcuts. X vol., demy 8vo, pp. 328, cloth extra, x6f. 

All the Way Round. Wltat a Boy saw and lieardon 

his Way round the World. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7;. (d. 

Andersen (Hans Christian). Fairy Tales. With Illus- 
trations in Colours by E. V. B. Royal 4to, cloth, x/. 5;. 

Andrews (Dr.) Latin-English Lexicon. 13th edition. 

Royal 8vo, pp. X670, cloth extra, price x8x. 

Anecdotes of the Queen and Royal Family ^ collected and 

edited by J. G. Hodgins, with Illustrations. New edition, revised by J. Timbs. 5/. 

Animals Painted by Themselves. Translated from the 

French of Balzac, Louis Baude, G. Droz, Jules Janin, Georges Sand, E 
Lbmoinb, &c., with upwards of Two Hundred Illustrations from the vignettes of 
Grandvillb. {In the press, 

Assollant (A.) The Fantastic History of the Celebrated 

Pierrot. Written by the Magician Alcofribas, and translated from the Sogdien by 
Alfred Assollant, with upwards of One Hundred humorous Illustrations by Yan' 
Dargent. Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, ^s. 6d. 

Backward Glances. Edited by the Author of " Episodes 

in an Obscure Life." Small post 8vo, cloUi extra, sr. 

Bancrofts History of America. Library edition^ vols. 

X to 10, 8vo, 6/. 

Barrington (Hon, and Rev. L. %) From Ur to Macpelah; 

the Story of Abraham. Crown 8vo, cloth, 51. 

THE BAYARD SERIES. 

Comprising Pleasure Books of Literature produced in the Choicest Style 
as Companionable Volumes at Home and Abroad. 
"We can hardly imagine better books for boys to read or for men to pondet 
oytT,"-~Times. 

Price 2s. 6d. each Volume^ complete in itself ^ flexible cloth extra, gUt edges. 

The Story of the Chevalier Bayard. By M. D. 

Bervillb. 

De Joinville^s St. LouiSy King of France. 

The Essays of Abraham Cowley^ including all his 

Prose Works. 

Abdallah ; or, The Four -leaved Shamrock. By 

Edouaro Laboullavb. 

Table- Talk and Opinions of Napoleon Buonaparte. 
VatJuk: An Oriental Romance. By W. Beckford. 
T/te King and the Commons : ^ ?>AetiCv^xv ^^ C^N^lkr 

and Puritan Song. Edited >37"Pto^.'M.<«K^'K«- a rv * «r ^« 

Words of Wellington ^- m^.^^m's ^ti.ey. Q^^^yksw^ ^^ 

the Great Pulce. 
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Bayard Scries {coiitim:ed) : — 

Hazlitfs Round Table, With Biographical Ihtro- 

duction. 

The Religio Medici^ Hydriotaphia, and the Letter to 

a Friend. 15y Sir Thomas Browne, Knt. 

Ballad Poetry of the Affections. By ROBERT 

Buchanan. 

Coleridge s Chris tabel, &c. Preface by A. C. Swin- 
burne. 

Lord Chesterfield! s Letters, Sentences and Maxims, 

With Introduction by the Editor, and Essay on Chesterfield by M. De Stc- 
Beuve, of the French Academy. 

Essays in Mosaic. By Thos. Ballantyne. 

My Uncle Toby. Edited by P. FITZGERALD. 
Reflections ; or, Moral Sentences and Maxims of the 

Duke de la Rochefoucauld. 

Socrates, Memoirs for English Readers from Xeno- 

phon's Memorabilia. By Eow. Lbvien. 

Prince Albert's Golden Precepts. 

RasselaSf Prince of Abyssinia. By Dr. JoilNSON. 



Beauty and the Beast. An Old Tale retold, with Pictures. 

By E. V. B. Demy 4to, cloth extra, novel binding. lo Illustrations in Colours (in 
same style as those in the First Edition of " Story without an End"). Z2f. 6r/. 

Bees and Beekeeping. By the Times* Beemaster. Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo. New Edition with additions, 2j. td. 

Benmer's German Copybooks. In six gradations at 4^. each. 
Bickersteth {Rev. E. H., M.A,) The Reef, and other Para- 

bles. One Volume square 8vo, with numerous very beautiful Engravings, 7^. ftd. 

• The Master's Home-Call ; or. Brief Memorials 

of Alice Frances Bickersteth. 19th Thousand. 33mo, cloth gilt, i*. 

" They recall in a touching manner a character of which the religious beauty has a 
warmth and grace almost too tender to be definite." — The Guardian. 



The Shadow of the Rock. A Selection of Reli- 

gious Poetry. 6th Thousand. x8mo, cloth extra, 2^. (id, 

The Clergyman in his Home. Small post 8vo, is. 

The Shadoived Home and the Light Beyond. 



By the Rev. E. H. Bickersteth. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5*. 

Bida. The Authorized Version of the Four Gospels. 

With the whole of the magnificent Etchings on Steel, after the drawings by M. Bida, 

The Gospels of St. Matthew, St John, and St. Maxk,«9i^xcp<gr«x.^>j>asi\x^^ 
extra, price 3/. 2^. each, are ready. ISt. "Lukavtv ■^Te^M^\xwv>^ * ^?v 

"1^/da's li/ustrations of the Gospels of St. MatlYvew mv^^x.. ^^'«»^^^^'''^>^:J;^'S^5s. 
here and elsewhere a full recognition ot Xhevt ^.ttaX m«vv&. .^^^"^^^f^lL^ii^^^^ 
the Gospel of St. Mark, which U in every lespecl aivXXkv^^^^asxv^-'^ vv^V^^ 
By next season we are pronused the compVete siwves** — T%mes, 

A. 1 
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Classified Educational Catalogue of Works ^ Ay published 

in Great Britain. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, second edition, greatly revis«l, sr. 

Cook (Dutton) A Book of the Play. Two vols., crown 

8vo, a If. 

Craik (Mrs) The Adventures of a Broivnie. By the Author 

of "John Hsdifax, Gentleman." M^th Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, 5^. 

Cumming {Miss C. F. G) From the Hebrides to ike 

Himalayas ; Eighteen Months' Wanderings in Western Isles and Eastern Highlands. 
By Miss Constance F. Gordon Gumming, with very numerous Woodcut Illustra- 
tions, from the Author's own Drawings, a vols., medium 8vo, cloth extra, 42^. 

Ctcmmins {Maria 5.) Haimted Hearts (Low's Copyright 

Series). z6mo, boards, i^. 6</. ; cloth, or. 

Dana {R. H) Tzvo Years before the Mast and Twenty- 

four Years After. Copyright Edition, with Notes and Revisions, zamo, &. 

{Jas. D.) Corals and Coral Islands. Numerous 

Illustrations, Charts, &c Crown Svo, cloth extra, &r. 6^ 

Daughter {A) of Heth. By Wm. Black. Crown Svo, 6s. 
Davies {Win) The Pilgrimage of the Tiber ^ from its 

Mouth to its Source. Svo, with many Illustrations and Map, doth extra, i&r. 



Davies ( Wm) A Fine Old English Gentleman^ Exem- 
plified in the Life and Character of Lord CoUing^ood : a Biographical Study. 13y 
William Davies. z vol, cloth extra, crown Svo, cloth extra, 6r. 

Dorfs Spain. See Spain. 

Dougall {J. D) Sltooting; its Appliafices^ Practice, 

and Purpose. See Shooting. 

English Catalogtie of Books {The), published during 

1863 to 1871 inclusive, comprising also the Important American Publications. 

This Volume, occupying over 450 pages, shows the Titles of 33,000 New Books and 
New Editions issued during Nine Years, with the Size, Price, and Publisher's Name, 
the Lists of Learned Societies, Printing Clubs, and other Literary Associations, ami 
the Books issued by them ; as also the Publishers' Series and Collections — ^altogether 
formine an indispensable adjunct to the Bookseller's Establishment, as well as to 
every Learned and Literary Club and Association. 30*. half-bound. 

•«* The previous Volume, 1835 to z86a, of which a very few remain on sale, price 
a/. 5J. ; as also the Index Voliune, 1837 to Z857, price z/. fir. 

Supplements, 1863, 1864, 1865, is. 6J. c.ich; 



18C6, 1867, to 187s, ss. each. 

Writers, Essays on. See Gentle Life Series. 



Matrons and their Profession. By M. L. F., 

Writer of " My Life, and what sVvaM 1 do mxVv \x.," Cxowti 8vo, cloth. 7s. 6J. 



^ Painters of the Georgian Era, Yi.ci^^^ev^ \^ 

Tamer. Biographical Notices. l\\ustta.ted v»\v\v ^^ Y^xmM«.Tv\.'fiV^\««^T?^-AN*.x 
the most celebrated Works. Demy ^to, cYoOa. «5sXTra., \^« 
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Erckmann-Chatrian. Forest House and Catherine's 

Lovers. Crown 8vo, 3f. td* 

The Brotlurs Rantzau : A Story of the Vosges. 



3 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, azx. x vol., profusely Illustrated, cloth extra, 5;. 

Evans (C.) Over the Hills and Far Away, By 

C Evans, Author of " A Strange Friendship." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, \os. 6ti. 

A Strange Friendship, Crown 8vo, cloth, 55". 

E, V, BJs Beauty and the Beast. See Beauty and the 

Beast 

Faith Gartners Girlhood. By the Author of "The 

Gayworthys." Fcap., with Coloured Frontispiece, 3X. 6d. 

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills, Cloth, is. 

Fields {y. T.) Yesterdays with Authors. Cr. 8vo, los, 6d, 

Flammarion {O The AtmospJiere. Translated from the 

Frenchof Camillb Flammarion. Edited by James Glaisher, F.R.S. With 10 
Chromo-Lithographs and 81 Woodcuts. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, beveiled boards, 30X. 

Fogg's (W, P.) Arabistan: or, the Land of '^ The 

Arabian Nights." Being Travels through Egypt, Arabia, and Persia to Bagdad 
By W. P. Fogg, M.A. Demy 8vo, with numerous Illustrations, cloth extra, 14^. 

Fool of the Family, and other Tales, By JOIIN Danger- 
field, a vols., crown Svo, 2zx. 

Forbes (J, G) Africa: Geographical Explorations and 

Christian Enterprise, from the Earliest Times to the Present By J. Gruar Forbes. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Forrest {John). Explorations in Australia; bein^ Mr. 

John Forrest's Personal Accounts of his Journeys. 1 vol., demy Svo, cloth, with 
several Illustrations and 3 Maps, i6s. 

Forrest {R. W.) Gleanings from the Pastures of Tekoct. 

By Robert William Forrest, M.A., Vicar of St JuJc's, South Kensington. 
Small post Svo, 260 pp., cloth extra, dr. 

Franc [Maude Jeane). Emily s Choice. An Australian 

Talc. I voL, small post 8vo. With a Frontispiece by G. F. Angas, 5X. 

Halts Vineyard. Small post Svo, cloth, /^. 

John's Wife. A Story of Life in South Australia. 



Small post Svo, cloth extra, 4X. 



Marian; or, the Light of Some Ones Home, Fcp. 



3rd Edition, with Frontispiece, 5s. 

Silken Cords and Iron Fetters , 6^. 
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Franc {Maude Jeani). Vermont Vale. . Small post 8vo, 5^. 

Minnie*s Mission, Small post 8vo, 4?. 

Friswell {Laura) The Gingerbread Maiden ; and other 

Stories. With Illustrations. Square cloth, ^x. 6d. 

Garvagh {Lord). The Pilgrim of Scandinavia, By 

Lord Garvagh, B.A. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, xor. 6c^ 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i. 8vo, \os. 6d* 



THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Printed in Elzevir, on Toned Paper, handsomely bound, forming suitable 
Volumes for Presents. Price 6^. each ; or in calf extra, lar. (>d. 

The Gentle Life, Essays in aid of the Formation of 

Character of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. Tenth Edition. 

" Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in every house." — Cham- 
ber^ journal. 

About in the World. Essays by the Author of "The 

Gentle Life." Fifth Edition. 

" It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy idea." — Morning 
Post, 

Like unto Christ, A New Translation of the ''De 

Imitatione Christi " usually ascribed to Thomas k Kemms.^ With a Vignette from an 
Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. Second Edition. 

'Could not be presented ui a more exquisite form, for a more sightly volume was 
never seea" — Illustrated London News, 

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation 

Handbook. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences that have 
become embedded in the English language. Second and enlarged Edition. 

** The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met yn\h.*'^Notes and 
Queries, 

Essays by Montaigne, Edited, Compared, and Anno- 
tated by the Author of "The Gentle Life.** With Vignette Portrait Second Edition. 
" >Ve should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a large circulation 
for this handsome attractive book." — Illustrated Times, 

Tlie Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, Written by Sir 

Philip Sidney. Edited, with Notes, by the Author of " The Gentle Life.'* Dedi- 
cated, by Permission, to the Earl of Derby, ^s. 6d. 

** All the best things in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. Friswell's edition.'* 
— Examiner. 

Tlie Gentle Life, Second Series. Seventh Edition. 

" There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in some 
measure to the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily Nevts, 



Varia: Readings from Rare Books. Reprinted, by per- 

mi'ssion, from the Saturday RevieWy Spectator^ «ic. , ^ ^ ^ 
"The books discussed in this volume att tvo \e%sNTi\>\^<t^ena».^(iDR>i ^^tw*^^ 
the compilar is entitled to the gratitude oi iVi^i ^uViXxc^ — Obs«rucr, 



List of Publications, 



The Silent Hour: Essays^ Original and Selected, By 

the Author of " The Gentle Life." Third Edition. 
" All who possess ' The Gentle life * should own this 'vo\\xmt.**—Siandani. 

Essays on English Writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

^ " To all (both men and women) who have neglected to read and study their native 
literature we would certainly suggest the voiiune before us as a fitting introductioa" 
'^Examiner, 



Other Peoples Windows, By J. Hain Friswell. 

Second Edition, 

'* The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled up with shrewd views of 
human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader cannot fail to be 
zmMaed."^Moming Post, 

A Man's Thoughts, By J. Hain Friswell. 
Half-Length Portraits. Short Studies of Notable 

Persons. By Gibson Craig. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Getting On in the World; or. Hints on Success in Life, 

By William Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth boards, ^s. 6d. ; superior 
binding, y. 6d, 

Gouffd, The Royal Cookery Book. By JULES GoUFFfi. 

Translated and adapted for English use by Alphonsb Gouffe, Head Pastrycook 
to Her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates, printed in colours. x6i 
Woodcuts. 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 2s. 

Domestic Edition, 

half- bound, zor. (d, 

** By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub- 
mitted to the gastronomical world." — Pail Mail Gazette. 



The Book of Preserves ; or^ Recipes for Pre- 

paring and Preserving Meat, Fish salt and smoked, Terrines, Gelatines, Vegetables, 
Fruits, Confitures, Syruj^s, Liqueurs de Famille, Petits Fours, Bonbons, &c., &c 
X vol., royal 8vo, containmg upwards of 500 Receipts and 34 Illu.strations, los. €ui. 

Royal Book of Pastry and Confectionery. By 



Jules Gouffe, Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club. Royal 8vo, Illustrated 
with xo Chromo-lithographs and 137 Woodcuts, from Drawings from Nature by 
E. MoNjAT. Cloth extra, gilt edges, 35J. 

Gouraud {Mdlle) Four Gold Pieces, Numerous Illus- 
trations, smiall post 8vo, cloth, 2X. 6d. See also Rose Library. 

Gower {Lord Ronald). Handbook to the Art Galleries, 

Public and Private, of Belgium and Holland. x8mo, cloth, 5;. 

■ The Castle Hozvard Portraits, 2 vols. Folio, 

cloth extra, 61. 6s, 

Greek Testament. See Novum Testamentum. 

Green {H. W.) Walter Lee; a Story of Marlborough 

College. 2 vols., crown 8vo, aij. 

Guillemin {A.) The World of Comets. Translated and 

Edited by Tames Glaisher, F.R.S. Numerous Coloured and other Illustrations. 
Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra. 

Gm'sofs History of France. Tx^xv^^\.^^ Vj ^^^^^^x:^ 

Ulaqk, Royal 8vo. Numerous I\\uslrat\oTvs. In s ^^^^^^^'^> ^^"^ '^"*^^'^^ '^'^'^ ** 
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Gnizofs History of England. In 3 volumes of about 

500 pp. each, containing 60 to 70 full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra gilt, 
»is. each. U» the press, 

Guy on {Mdme) Life. By UrHAM. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Short Method of Prayer and Spiritual Torrents. 

Translated from the French of Mdnie De la Mothe Guyon. xamo, cloth extra, 2*. 

Guyot (^.) Physical Geography, By ARNOLD GUYOT, 

Author of " Earth and Man." In i volume, large 410, 128 pp., numerous coloured 
Diagrams, Maps, and Woodcuts, price \o5. 6</., strong boards. 

Haeklander (F, IV.) Bombardier H. and Corporal Dose; 

or. Military Life in Prussia. Translated from the German. Crown 8vo, cloth 5;. 

Hale (E, E,) In His Name. A Story of the Dark Ages. 

Small post 8vo, cloth, y. 6.-f. 

Hall(S. P.) Skitches from an Artist's Portfolio. See 

Sketches. 

Tour of the Prince of Wales. See RusSELL. 

Hall {W. W) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Health 

Maxims, Physical, Mental, and Moral. By W. \V. Hall, A.M., M.D. Small post 
8vo, cloth, 2J. Second Edition. 

Hans Brinker ; or, the Silver Skates, An entirely New 

Edition, with 59 Woodcuts. Square cro>4'n 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Hazard (5.) Santo Domingo y Past and Present ; with a 

Glance at Hayti. With upwards of 150 beautiful Woodcuts and Maps, chiefly from 
Designs and Sketches by the Author. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, iSj. 

Ctiba with Pen and Pencil. Over 3cx> Fine 

Woodcut Engravings. New Edition, 8vo, cloth extra, 15*. 

Hazlitt ( W.) The Round Table. (Bayard Series.) 2s. 6d. 
Heber's {Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With 

upwards of loo Designs engraved in the first style of Art. Small 4to, 7*. 6</. 

Heginbotham {Henry). Stockport : A ncient and Modem, 

In Five Parts, containing 120 pages, and many full-page Illustrations, loj 6d. each 

Henderson {A) Latin Proverbs and Quotations. Witli 

Translations and Parallel Passages, and a copious English Index. Ey Alfred 
Henderson. Fcap. 4to, 530 pp., to*. 6d. 

Hitherto. By the Author of " The Gayworthys." New 

Edition, cloth extra, 3^. 6d. Also in Low's American Series, double vol., 2f. 6ti. 

Hofmann {Carl), A Practical Treatise on the Manufac- 

ture of Paperin all its Branches. Illustrated by 1 10 Wood Engravings, and Five 
large Folding Plates. In i vol., 4to, cloth, about 400 pp., 3/. 13X. td, 

Holland {Dr,) Kathrina and TitcomV s Letters. See Rose 

Library. Boards, is. 

— Mistress of the Manse, 7.s. ^d. S»ee aUo'^^'^i^ 
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Holmes {Oliver W) The Guardian Angel. See Rose 

Library. 

Softgs in Many Keys, Post 8vo, ys. 6d, 

Mechanism in Thought and Morals, I2m0y is, 6d. 

Horace {Works of). Translated literally into English 

Prose. By C Smart, A.M. New Edition, z8rao, cloth, or. 

Horsley {C. E) A Text-Book of Harmony, For Schools 

and Students. Small post 8vo, cloth. 

Hugo { Victor), ** Ninety-Three,** Illustrated, crown 8vo, 6s, 
• Toilers of tlte Sea, Crown 8vo, 6s, ; fancy boards. 

ar. : cloth, 2^. 6d. ; Illustrated Edition, xor. 6d, 

Himt {Leigh) and S, A, Lee, Elegant Sonnets, with Essay 

on Sonneteers, a vols., 8vo, i&r. 

Day by the Fire, Fcap., 6s. 6d, 

Hutchinson {Thos,) Summer Rambles in Brittany. 

Illustrated, cloth extra, \os. td. 

Hymnal Companimi to Book of Common Prayer, Edited 

by the Rev. E. H. Bickbrstbth, Vicar of Christ Church, Hampstead. 

The /olhwtHg is a List of the Editions : — s. d. 

No. X. A Small-type Edition, medium 32mo. cloth limp . . ..06 

Na z. B ditto roan limp, red edges z o 

No. X. C ditto morocco limp, gilt edges ....20 

No. 2. Second-size type, super -royal 3amo, cloth limp • « . • x o 

No. 2. A ditto roan limp, red edges. 20 

No. 2. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges ....30 

No. 3. Large-type Edition, croMm 8vo, cloth, red edges .... 2 6 

No. 3. A ditto roan limpf red edges 36 

No. 3. B ditto morocco hmp, gilt edges .... 5 6 
No. 4. Large-type Edition, crown Svo, with Introduction and 

Notes, cloth, red edges. 36 

No. 4. A ditto roan limp, red edges 46 

No. 4. B ditto morocco, gilt edges 6 6 

No. 5. Crown Svo, with accompanying Tunes to every Hymn, 

New Edition 30 

No. 5. A ditto with Chants 40 

No. 5. B The Chants separately 16 

No. 5. C Large Edition. Tunes and Chants 76 

No. 6. Penny Edition. 

Fcap. 4to. Organists* Edition. Cloth, is. 6if. 

The Church Mission Hymn Book, 1 20 Hymns for Special 

Missions and Schoolroom Services. Price 8x. \d, per xoo, or \\d. each. 
*•* Clergymen introducing the Hymnal are allowed Special Terms. 
An Zpp. prospectus sent post free on application. 
fj/Sf Thb Book op Common Prayrr, bound with the Hymnal Companion. 32mo, 

cloth, 9^ And in various superior bindings. 

Tlte Hymnal Companion is also sold, strongly bound 

with a Simday School Liturgy, in two sizes, price 4^/. and 8^. 

Illustrations of China and, xt% Pcot>le. ^^J^.'\.xs5^>iS&5^^^ 

F,R.GS. Being Photographs from l\ve k>jAioie% ^^«^^Nt&, ^^^^^^^^^^^^'S 
Pygments hy the Autot^c Piocess, aud IJlQ^^lxwa^wWM^^'^^^'^^''^ ^ 
imperial 410, each 3/. 3*. 
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Jacqueinart {y) History of the Ceramic ArL Descriptive 

and Analytical Study of the Potteries of all Times and of all Nations. By Albert 
Jacqubmart. aoo Woodcuts by H. Oitenacci and J. Jacquemart. 12 Steel-plate 
Engravings, and 1000 Marks and Monograms. Translated by Mrs. Bury Pal- 
LiSBR. In X vol., super-royal 8vo, of about 700 pp., cloth extra, gilt edges, 42;. 

Kennan {G.) Tent Life in Siberia, Third Edition, 6s. 
Kennedy {Capt. W. R) Sporting Adventures in the 

Pacific. With lUusirations, demy 8vo, i8x. 

Kerkadec ( Vicomtesse de). Madeleine, 2 vols., cr. 8vo, 2 is. 
King (jClarenci), Mountaineering in tlie Sierra Nevada, 

Crown 8vo. Third and Cheaper Edition, cloth extra, dr. 

Kingston ( W, H, C) Snow-Shoes and Canoes ; or, the 

Early Days of a Fur-Hunter in the Hudson's Bay Territory. With numerous 
Illustrations. Imperial i6mo, cloth gilt, ^t, td. 

Koldezvey {Capt,) The Second North German Polar 

Expedition in the Years 1869-70, of the Ships "Germania" and "Hansa," under 
Command of Captain Koldewey. Edited by H. W. Bates, Esq. Numerous 
Woodcuts, Maps, and Chromo-lithographs. Ro3ral 8vo, cloth extra, \L i^i. 

Lang {Dr. J, D,) An Historical and Statistical Account 

of New South Wales, from the Foimding of the Colony in 1788 to the present day. 
By John Dunmorb Lang, D.D., Senior Minister of the Scotch Church, Sydney. 
Fourth Edition. In 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, i/. zx. 

Leared (A ,) Morocco and the Moors, Being an Account 

of Travels, with a general Description of the Country and its People. By Arthur 
Lbarbd, M.D. With Illustrations, 8vo, cloth extra, iSx. 

Leavitt {Professor J, M,) New World Tragedies, 

Le Due ( Viollet Le), How to build a House. Numerous 

Illustrations, Plans, &c. Medium 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 12s. 

Annals of a Fortress. Numerous Illustrations 



and Diagrams. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 15J. 



The Habitations of Man in all Ages. 103 Illus- 
trations. Translated by B. Bucknall, Architect 8vo, cloth extra, z6f. 

Lectures on Architecture. Translated by B. 

BucKKALL, Architect In 2 vols., royal 8vo, 3/. 3X, 

On Restoration, With a Notice of his Works in 



connexion with the Historical Monuments of France, by Charles Wether Ea 
Crown 8vo, with a Portrait on Steel of Viollet le Due, doth extra, us. 6d, 

Lessing^s Laocoon : an Essay upon the Limits of Paint- 
ing and Poetry, with Remarks illustrative of various Points in the History of Ancient 
Art. By GoTTHOLD E. Lbssimg. A New Translation. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 55. 

Ztfidsay (W. S.) History of Merchant SVd^t^ns and. 

Ancient Commerce. Over 150 lUustataxiotis, IH^P^, ^tv^ a^'^e^VN5t''*;l:'^^^ 
8vo, cloth extra. Vol*, i and a. at*, each ; noVs, ^ ^^ V »*«'• ^^^ » V^^^- •*- •'^^• 
"Another standard work."— r/ftf Times. 
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Little Preacher. 32010, \s. 

Locker (A .) The Village Surgeon. A Fragment of Auto- 
biography. Crown 8vo, cloth. New Edition, 3;. M. 

Long {Col. C. Chaille). Central Africa. — Naked TnitJis of 

Naked People: an Account of Expeditions to Lake Victoria Nyanza and the Ma- 
brakaNiam-Niam, West of the White Nile. Demy 8vo, numerous Illustrations, i8j. 

Loiifs German Series — 

X. THE ILLUSTRATED GERMAN PRIMER. Bemg the easiest Introduc- 
tion to the Study of German for all Beginners, ix. 

a. THE CHILDREN'S OWN GERMAxM BOOK. A Selection of Amusinu 
and lustructive Stories in Prose. Edited by Dr. A. L. Meissner, Professor ut 
Modem Languages in the Queen's University in Ireland. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, IX. td. 

3. THE FIRST GERMAN READER, for Children from Ten to Fourteen. 

Eldited by Dr. A. L. Mbissnbr. Small post 8vo, cloth, \s. 6d. 

4. THE SECOND GERMAN READER. Edited by Dr. A- L, Meissner. 

Small post 8vo, cloth, zx. 6d. ^In preparation. 

Bttchheiitr' s Deutsche Prosa. Two volumes, sold separately : — 

5. SCHILLER'S PROSA. Containing Selections from the Prose Works of 

Schiller, with Notes for English Students. By Dr. Buchhbim, Professor of 
the German Langiuge and Literature, King's College, London. Small post 
8vo, 2X. 6d. [Ready. 

6. GOETHE'S PROSA. Selections from the Prose Works of Goethe, with Notes 

for English Students. By Dr. Buchheim. Small post 8 vo. \_In preparation. 

LoTi/s Half Crown Series, choicely bound, cloth, gilt 

edges, small post 8vo. : — 

z; SEA-GULL ROCK. By Jules Sandeau. Numerous Illustrations. 

a. THE HOUSE ON WHEELS. By Madame Stolz. Many Illustrations. 

^ THE MISTRESS OF THE MANSE. By Dr. Holland. 

'4. UNDINE, AND THE TWO CAP TAINS. By Fouque. Illustrations. 

5. DRAXY MILLER'S DOWRY AND THE ELDER'S WIFE. 

6. THE FOUR GOLD PIECES. By MdmeGouRAUD. Several Illustrations. 

7. PICCIOLA : OR, THE PRISON FLOWER. By X. B. Saintine. Nu- 

merous Illustrations. 

8. ROBERTS HOLIDAYS. Profusely Illustrated. 

9. THE TWO CHILDREN OF ST. DOMINGO. Profusely Illustrated. 
la THE PEARL OF ORR'S ISLAND. 

XI. THE MINISTER'S WOOING. 
12. AUNT JO'S SCRAP BAG. 

Lows Copyright and Cheap Editions of A merican A uthors, 

comprising Popular Works, reprinted by arrangement with their Authors : — 
J. HAUNTED HEARTS. By the Author of " The Lamplighter." ix. td. 

2. TH E GUARDIAN ANGEL. By " l*he Autocrat of the Breakfast Table." ix. &/. 

3. THE MINISTER'S WOOING. By the Author of "Uncle Tom's Cabin." ix. td. 

4. VIEWS AFOOT. By Bayard Taylor, ix. td. 

5. KATHRINA. HER LIFE AND MINE. By J. G. Holland, ix. td. 

6. HANS BRINKER ; OR, LIFE IN HOLLAND. By Mrs. Dodge, ix. td, 

7. MEN, WOMEN, AND GHOSTS. By Miss Phelps, ix. 6d. 

8. SOCIETY AND SOLITUDE. By Ralph Waldo Emerson, ix. td. 

9. HEDGED IN. By Elizabeth Phelps, ix. td, 

11. FAITH GARTNEY. ix. &/. 

12. STOWE'S OLD TOWN FOLKS. 2x. td. ; cloth, 3X. 

13. LOWELL'S STUDY WINDOWS, ix. 6d. 

14. MY SUMMER IN A GARDEN. By Charles Dudley Warner, ix. 6d. 

15. PINK AND WHITE TYRANNY. By Mrs. Stows, ix. 6d. 

16. WE GIRLS. By Mrs. Whitney, ix. 6d. 
xj. OTHER GIRLS. By Mrs. Whitney. 2x. 

so. BACK-LOG STUDIES. By Chxkles T)v3ii\AH "^ k^"^^^^ Kv^<st ^'-^^Sv-^ 
Summer in a Garden." xs. 6d. ^ ^a « . 

as, HITHERTO. By Mrs. T. D. Whithb-V. "DovJSoVtN^^assA^ •«« ^s(l.^^ai 
flexible boards. 
93- FARM BALLADS. By Will Cis.ULB.TOiii, «. 



14 Sampson Low and Co.^s 

Lozu's Standard Library of. Travel and Adventure. 

Crown 8vo, bound uniformly in cloth extra : — 

X. THE GREAT LONE LAND. By W. F. Butlbr. With lUustrations and 
Map. Fifth Edition, ^s. dd. 

a. THE WILD NORTH LAND: The Story of a Winter Journey with Dogs 
across Northern North America. By W. F. Butler. With numerous Wood- 
cuts and a Map. Fifth Edition, js. 6d. 

3. HOW I FOUND LIVINGSTONE. By H.^ M. Stanley. Introductory 

Chapter on the Death of Livingstone, with a brief Memoir, js. 6d. 

4. THE THRESHOLD OF THE UNKNOWN REGION. By C R. Mark- 

ham. With Maps and Illustrations. Fourth Edition, with Additional Chap- 
ters, \os. 6d. 

5. A WHALING CRUISE TO BAFFIN'S BAY AND THE GULF OF 

Boothia.^ By A. H. Markham. New Edition. Two Maps and several 
Illustrations, ns. 6d. 

6. CAMPAIGNING ON THE OXUS. By J. A. MacGahan. Fourth Edition, 

•js. 6d. 

7. AKIM-FOO : The History of a Failure. By Major W. F. Butler. New 

Edition, ^s. 6d. 

Loiv's Standard Novels. Crown 8vo, 6s. each, cloth 

extra :— 

THREE FEATHERS. By Willum Black. 

A DAUGHTER OF HETH. Thirteenth Edition. By W. Black. With 

Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R. A. 
KILMENY. A Novel By W. Black. 
IN SILK ATl'IRE. By W. Black. 
ALICE LORRAINE. By R. D. Blackmore. 
LORNA DOONE. By R. D. Blackmore. Eighth Edition. 
CRADOCK NOWELL. By R. D. Blackmore. 

CRIPPS, THE CARRIER. By R. D. Blackmore. [/« tlu Press. 

CLARA VAUGHAN. By R. D. Blackmore. 
INNOCENT. By Mrs. Oliphant. Eight Illustrations. 
WORK : A Story of Experience. By Louisa M. Alcott. Illustrations. 
MISTRESS JUDITH : A Cambridgeshire Story. By C. C. Fraser-Tytler. 
N I N ETY-TH REE. By Victor H ugo. Numerous Illustrations. 
NEVER AGAIN. By Dr. Mayo. 

MY WIFE AND I ; or, Harry Henderson's History. By H. Bbbchrr Stowb. 
WE AND OUR NEIGHBOURS. By H. Beecher Stowb. 
OLD TOWN TALK. By H. Beecher Stowb. 

Low's Handbook to the Charities of London for 1876. 

Edited and Revised to August, 1876, by Charles Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of 
" A Guide to the Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c. Price is. 

MacGahan {J. A.) Campaigning' on the Oxus and tJie 

Fall of Khiva. With Map and numerous Illustrations. Fourth Edition, small post 
Svo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. See also Low's Library of Travel and Adventure. 

Under the Northern Lights ; or, The Cruise of 

the "Pandora" to Peel's Straits in Search of Sir John Franklin's Papers. With 
Illustrations by Mr. De Wylde, who accompanied the Expedition. Demy Svo, 
cloth extra, i8j. 

Macgregor {Johr^. ^^ Rob Roy** on the Baltic, Third 

Edition, small post Svo, 2s. 6d. 



— - ^ Thousand Miles in the ** Rob Roy** Canoe. 

Eleventh Edition, small post Svo, 2; . 6d. 

Description of the " Rob Ro;y" Canoe^ with Plans, 



&C, IS. 

Jfac^re^or {Johti) . Tin Voyagi Alone in tHe ^ awl ^^ "B^ob 

Roy. " Second EdiUon, smaU ^ost 8vo, js- 
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Major (R, H) The Discoveries of Prince Henry the 

Navigator, and their Results. With several Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra. 

Mark ham {A. H.) The Cruise of the " Rosario.** By 

A. H. Markham, Commander, R.N. 8vo, cloth, with Map and Illustrations, x6s. 



■ A Whaling Cruise to Bafiiis Bay and the GtUf 

of Boothia. With an Account of the Rescue of the Survivors of the Crew of the 
" Polaris." Third Edition, crown 8vo, 3 Maps and Illustrations, cloth, 7^. 6rf. 

Markham (C. R) The Threshold of tlie Unknown Region, 

Crown Svo, with 4 Maps. Fourth Edition. With additional Chapters, giving the 
History of our Present Expedition as far as known, and an Account of the Cruise of 
the "Pandora." Cloth extra, 10s. 6ei. 

Marsh {G. P.) Origin and History of the English Lan- 

guage. Svo, xts. 

The Earthy as Modified by Human Action, being 

a New Edition of " Man and Nature " Royal Svo, cloth, 18*. 

Lectures on the English Language, Svo, I5i*. 



Maury {Commander), Physical Geography of the Sea and 

its Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former Work, 
i with illustrative Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown Svo, dr. 

Men of Mark ; a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits 

(taken from Life) of the most Eminent Men of the Day. Printed in Permanent Pho* 
tography. With brief Biographical Notices. Published Monthly, price is. 6ii. Vol. 
I., 4to., cloth extra, gilt edges, 25J. 

Mercy Philbrick's Choice, Crown Svo, \os, 6d. 

Michell (N.) The Heart's Great Rulers, a Poem, and 

Wanderings from the Rhine to the South Sea Islands. Fcap. Svo, y. (xl. 

Milton's Complete Poetical Works; with Concordance 

by W. D. Cleveland. New Edition, Svo, i2x. ; morocco, xi. xs. 

Mistress Judith, A Cambridgeshire Story. ByC'C. 

Fraser-Tytler, Author of "Jasmine Leigh." Small post Svo, cloth extra, 6x. 

Mohr (if.) To the Victoria Falls of the Zambesi, By 

Edward Mohr. Translated by N. D'Anvers. Numerous Illustrations, four 
Chromo-Iithographs and a Map. i vol., demy Svo, cloth extra, 34J. 

Moody {Emma), Echoes of the Heart, A Collection of 

upwards of 200 Sacred Poems. i6mo, cloth, gilt edges, price 35. 6d. 

Narrative of Edward Crewe, The. Personal Adventures 

and E.xperiences in New Zealand. Small post Svo, cloth extra, 5^ . 

Never Again: a Novel. By Dr. Mayo, Author of 

"Kaloolah." New Edition, small post Svo, dr., fancy boards, 2s. 

New Testament, The Authorized English Version ; 

with the various readings from the most celebrated Manuscript, including the Sinaitic^ 
the Vatican, and the Alexandrian MSS., in English. With Notes by the Editor, 
Dr. Tischendorf. Revised and corrected, Tauchnitz's Edition. Cloth flexible^ ^t. 
edges, 2s. 6d. ; cheaper style, %s. ; ot sevr^d, \s. ^. 

JVoe/(Hon,Roden\ Ztmn^stone in Afyica ; ^"^^^^^ ^^ 

the Hon. Roden Noel. Post Svo, \vmp ^Ao>^i c»x.x^» «• ^* 
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NordJioff (C) California: for Healthy Pleasure^ and 

Residents. A Book for Travellers and Settlers. Numerous Illustrations. 8vo, xar. 6^. 

Nortliem California, Oregon, and the Sandwich 

Islands. Square 8vo, cloth extra, price i2X. dd. 

Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions. By WILLIAM 

Allen Butler. \x. 

Novum Testamentnm Greece. Edidit OsCAR DE Geb- 

HARDT. z8mo, cloth, 3f. &/. 

Oliphant (Mrs.) Innocent. A Tale of Modern Life. By 

Mrs. Oliphant, Author of " The Chronicles of Carlingford,*' &c,, &c With Eight 
full-page Illustrations. Small post Sto, cloth extra, 6t,*^ 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by Rev. H. RoBBlNS. 

Fcap. cloth extra. New Edition, vrith Illustrations, price 5f. 

Painting, A Brief History of the Painters of all Schools. 

By Louis Viardot and other writers. Illustrated with 90 full-page and other En- 
gravings. Super-royal 8vo (440 pp.), cloth extra, 35;. 

Palliser (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the Earliest 

Period. A New and Revised Edition, with additionsil Cuts and Text, with upwards 
of ICO IllustraUons and Coloured Designs, z vol, 8vo, xL is.. Third Edition. 

" One of the most readable books of the season ; permanently valuable, always 
Interesting, often amusing, and not inferior in all the essentials of a gift book."— Times. 

Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries. 8vo, 

\i. It. 

The China Collector's Pocket Companion. With 



upwards of 1000 lUustradons of Marks and Monograms. Second Edition, with 
Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, 55. 

Paris (Comte de). History of the Civil War in America. 

By the Comtb dr Paris. Translated, \rith the approval of the Author, by Louis 
F. Tasistro. Edited by Hbnry Coppee, LL.D. Volume I. (embracing, without 
abridgment, the First Two Volumes of the French Edition). With Maps faithfully 
engraved from the Originals, and Printed in Three Colours. 8vo, doth, xZs. 

Phelps (Miss). Gates Ajar. 321110, 6d. 

• Men, Women, and Ghosts. i2mo, sewed, is. 6d. ; 

cloth, 9t. 

Hedged In. i2mo, sewed, \s. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. 

— Silent Partner. 5 J. 

Trotty's Wedding Tour. Small post, 8vo, 35. 6d. 

'■ What to Wear. Foolscap 8vo, fancy boards, is. 



Phillips (L.) Dictionary of Biographical Reference. 8vo, 

xl, xis. 6d, 

Phipson (Dr. T. L) Familiar Letters on some Mysteries 

of Nature and Discoveries in Science. Ctown Smo, cloth extra, 7*. 6d. 

J^i'^e (N.) Sub-Tropical Ramhltz in tke Land o^ xVn. 

Aphanapteryx. In i vol., demy Svo xfts. ^^?J^\^ ^^^g^^^'^^^^ ^^"^^^ 
own Skctchhs, also with liaps and va\^jaUe^^X^oxo\o^vc33LO«x^a. 
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Plutarclis Lives. An entirely New and Library Edition. 

Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. 5 vols., 8vo, 2/. los. ; half morocco, top gilt, 3/. 

Morals. Uniform with Clough's Edition of 

** Lives of Plutarch." Edited by Professor Goodwin. 5 vols., 8vo, 3/. 3*. 

Poe (E. A.), The Works of. 4 vols., 2/. 2s. 

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with 

many additional Poems, inserted by permission of the Authors. Small post 8vo, 5; . 

Polar Expedition. See Koldewey and Markham. 
Portraits of Celebrated Women. By C. A. Ste.-Beuve. 

i2mo, dr. td. 

Purdy ( William). The City Life, its Trad€ and Finance. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7* . 6d. 

Preces Veterum. CoUegit et edidit Joannes F. France. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, red edges, SJ. 

Prejevalsky {N. M.) Travels in Mongolia. By N. M. 

Prejevalskv, Lieut.-Colonel, Russian Staff. Translated by E. Delmar Morgan, 
F.R.G.S., and Annotated by Colonel Yule, C.B» 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
with numerous Illustrations and Maps, 4zr. 

Price {Sir Rose, Bt.) The Two Americas. Demy 8vo, 

with Illustrations. \In the press^ 

Queen (The) of the Colonies ; or, Queensland as I saw it. 

Second Edition, crown 8vo, ts. 

RasselaSy Prince of A byssinia. By Dr. JOHNSON. With 

Introduction by the Rev. William West, Vicar of Nairn. (Bayard Series.) af. 6d, 

Read {S.) Leaves from a Sketch Book : Pencillings of 

Travel at Home and Abroad By Samuel Read. Royal 4to, containing about 
Z30 Engravings on Wood, cloth extra. 25;. 

Retzsch (M.) Outlines to Burger^ s Ballads. Etchings by 

MoRiTz Retzsch. With Text, Explanations, and Notes. Designs. Oblong 4to, 
cloth extra. lof . 6^. 



Outlines to Goethe's Faust. 26 Etchings. Oblong 

4to, 10s. 6d. 

Outlines to Schillet^s ^^ Fight with the Dragon,'* 



and " Fridolin." 26 Etchings. Oblong 4to, cloth extra, los. 6d. 

Outlines to Schiller's ^^ Lay oftheBeW 42 Etch- 
ings. With Lord Lytton's Translation. New Edition. Oblong 4to, cloth extra, xos. 6d. 

Reynard the Fox. The Prose Translation by the late 

Thomas Roscoe. With about loo exquisite Illustrations on Wood, after designs 
by A. J. Elwes. Imperial i6mo, cloth extra, 7^. td. 

Richardso7t [A.S^ Stories from Old EngJ,\sU Poc-Xv^ 

SmaU post 8vo, cloth, 5^. 
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Rocliefoiicanld' s Reflections, (Bayard Series.) 2s, 6d, 
Rogers (5.) Pleasures of Memory. See " Choice Editions 

of Choice Books." 2S. 6d. 

Rohlfs {Dr. G) Adventures in Morocco and Journeys 

through the Oases of Draa and Tafilet. By Dr. Gerhard Rohlps. Translated from 
the German. With an Introduction by WinwooCReade. Demy 8vo, lar. 

Rose Library (The). Popular Literature of all Countries. 

ij. each volume. Many ol the books are Illustrated. The following volumes are 
n i:v ready:— 

1. SEA-GULL ROCK. By Jules Sandeau. Illustrated, x*. 

2. LITTLE WOMEN. By Louisa M. Alcott. w. 

3. LITTLE WOMEN WEDDED. (Forming a Sequel to " Little Women.") i*. 

4. THE HOUSE ON WHEELS. By Madame De Stolz. lUustrated. zf. 

5. LITTLE MEN. By Louisa M. Alcott. w. 

6. THE OLD-FASHIONED GIRL. By Louisa M. Alcott. x*. 

7. THE MISTRESS OF THE MANSE. By J. G. Holland, m. 

8. TIMOTHY TITCOMB'S LEITERS TO YOUNG PEOPLE, SINGLE 

AND MARRIED, i*. 

9. UNDINE, AND THE TWO CAPTAINS. By Baron De La Mottb 

FouQUE. A new Translation by F. E. Bunnett. Illustrated, i*. 

10. DRAXY MILLER'S DOWRY"^ AND THE ELDER'S WIFE. By Saxb 

Holm. ij. 

11. THE FOUR GOLD PIECES. By Madame Gouraud. Numerous Illus- 

fations. \s. 

12. WORK : A Story of Experience. First Portion. By Louisa M. Alcott. w. 

13. BEGINNING AGAIN : being a Continuation of " Work." By Louisa M. 

Alcott. i*. 

14. PICCIOLA : or. The Prison Flower. By X. B. Saintine. Numerous graphic 

Illustrations, xs. 

15. ROBERTS HOLIDAYS. Illustrated, i*. 

16. THE TWO CHILDREN OF ST. DOMINGO. Numerous Illustrations, x*. 

17. AUNT JO'S SCRAP BAG. xs. 

18. STOWE (Mrs. H. B.)THE PEARL OF ORR'S ISLAND, i*. 
xg. THE MINISTER'S WOOING, x*. 

20. BETTY'S BRIGHT IDEA. w. 

21. THE GHOST IN THE MILL. m. 

22. CAPTAIN KIDD'S MONEY, w. 

23. WE AND OUR NEIGHBOURS. (Double Vol), «. 

24. MY WIFE AND I. (Double Vol) zr. 

25. HANS BRINKER ; or, The Silver Skates, xs, 
a5. LOWELL'S MY STUDY WINDOW, xs. 

27. HOLMES (O.W.)THE GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

2J. WARNER (C. D.) MY SUMMER IN A GARDEN. 

The Volumes in this Series are also published in a more expensive form en fine 
toned paper, cloth extra, gilt edges, at 2*. (xL or 3*. td. each, according to size, itc. 
Hee Low's Half-Crown Series. 

Russell (W. //.), LL.D. The Tour of the Prince of 

Wales in India. Illustrated entirely by Svdney P. Hall, Esq., M.A. Super royal 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 2/. 2j. 

Ruth and Gabriel. A Novel. By LAURENCE Cheny. 

*' The reader's interest is sustained from the first page to the last"— Scotsman. 

Sanitary Drainage of Houses and Towns. By GEORGE 

£. V/arwg, Jan. One voV, crown ^vOiAoxViextaraL^'LQS.^, 

Sauer (E.) Handbook of European Coiwnerce. ^\fl&. 

, to buy Li A.r. to buy it. jrc^By G?»-<«^^"-- ^« ^^"^ '^«-'=— -^- 
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Schiller's Lay of the Bell. Translated by Lord Lytton. 

With 49 Illustrations after Retsch. Oblong 410, xos. 6d, 

Schuyler {£,) Turkistan. See Turkistan. 

Schwdnfurth {Dr, G.) The Heart of Africa ; or, Three 

Years' Traveb and Adventures in the Unexplored Refi;ions of the Centre of Africa. 
By Dr. Georg Scii\teinfurtii. Translated by Lllen £. Frewer. a vols., 
•vo, upwards of 500 pages c.ich, with i-)o Wuodcuts from Drawings made by the 
Author, and 2 Maps, 42;. Second Edition. 

Artes Africaner. Illustrations and Descriptions 

of Productions of the Natural Arts of Central African Tribes. With 26 Lithographic 
Plates. Imperial 4to, boards, 28;. 

Sea-Gull Rock. By JULES Sandeau, of the French 

Academy. Translated by Robert Black, M. A. With Seventy-nine very beautiful 
Woodcuts. Royal i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, ts. M. Cheaper Edition, cloth gilt, 
as. 6d, See also Rose Library. 



Shakespeare. The Boudoir Shakespeare. Arranged for 

reading aloud. Part I. — Cymbeline, is. Part II. — The Merchant of Venice, is. 

Shooting: Its Appliances, Practice, and Purpose. By 

James Dalziel Dougall, F. S. A., F.Z. A., Author of "Scottish Field Sports,** &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, los. 6d. 

•'The book is admirable in every way . . We wish it every success." — Globe. 
" A very complete treatise. . . Likely to take high rank as an authority."— Z?aiV> 
News, 

Sketches from an Artist's Portfolio. By SYDNEY P. 

Hall. Folio, cloth' extra, 3/. 3^. Containing about 60 Facsimiles of the original 
Sketches by this well-known Artist during his travels in various parts of Europe. 
" A portfolio which any one might be glad to call their oym,'*-— -Times, 

Sketches of Life and Scenery in Australia. By a Twenty 

five Years' Resident, z vol., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14;. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Smith {G.) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries. By 

George Smith (of the British Museum). Illustrated by Photographs and numerous 
Woodcut Illustrations of his recent Discoveries. Demy 8vo, i&r. Fifth Edition. 

■ The Chaldean Account of Genesis. Containing 

the Description of the Creation, the Fall of Man, the Deluge, the Tower of Babel, 
the Times of the Patriarchs, and Nimrod; Babylonian Fables, and Legends of the 
Gods ; from the Cuneiform Inscriptions. By George Smith, of the Department of 
Oriental Anti(]uities, British Museum, Author of " History of Assurbanipal," "Assy- 
rian Discoveries," &&, &c. With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, zdjr. 
Fourth Edition. 

Smith and Hamilton's French Dictionary. 2 vols., cloth, 

3ZX. ; half roan, aax. 

Spain. Illustrated by Gustave DoRifi. Text by thr 

Baron Ch. D'Avillier. Over 240 Wood Engravings, half of them being full'fMlg 
size. AU after Drawings. Imperial 4to, doUx extra, gilt edges, 3/. 3;. .:^\« 

,.4a 



Socrates^ (Bayard Serks?) 



. J,,.:T« 
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Spooner ( Very Rev. E^) •' St. Osnvald^s Stmday School. 

Small post 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6</. * . * 

Spry ( W. 7. 7) The Cruise of H.M.S. " Challenger." 

z Vol.| cloth extra, with Map and numerous Illustrations. 

Stanley {H,M,) How I Found Livingstone. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, js. 6d. 

" My KalulUy^ Prince, King, and Slave. A Story 

from Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp., with numerous graphic Illustrations, 



after original Designs by the Author. Cloth, js. 6d, 

Coomassie and Magdala. A Story of Two British 

Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, i&r. Second Edition. 

Stolz {Madame). The House on Wheels. Small post 8vo, 

2f. 6^. See also Rose Library. 

Story without a?t End. From the German of Carove, 

by the late Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 4to, with 15 exquisite Drawings by 
E. V. B., printed in Colours in facsimile of the Original Water- Colours, and nume- 
rous other Illustrations. New Edition, 7;. td. 

Square i6mo, with Illustrations by HARVEY, 

Stowe {Mrs. Beecher). Dred. i2mo, in boards, is. 

' Geography, with 60 Illustrations, cloth, 4s. 6d. 

Minister's Wooing. $s. ; Copyright Series, 

xs. 6d. ; cloth, 2X. 

Old Town Folk. 6s, ; Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d. 

Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra, 3^. 6d. 



My Wife and I ; or, Harry Henderson's His- 

tory. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

We and Our Neighbours. Small post 8vo, 6s. 



Pink a7id White Tyranny. Small post 8vo, ^s. 6d. 

Cheap Edition, rs. 6d. and zs. 

Chimney Corner, is. \ cloth, is. 6d. 

The Pearl of Orr's Island. Crown 8vo, 5^. 



Women in Sacred History, Illustrated with 1 5 

Chromo-lithographs and 200 pages of Letterpress. 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, x/. 5*. 

S/udus from Nature. Twervty-four Plates^ with De- 

scriptive Letterpress, By Stephen Thompson. "IxapenaX «k\ft» -j,^. 

S'/^///^au (G. C) Bhow Cltasing in Zanzibar Waters aixd 



Lift'of PtihlicationS. t\ 

— ■■ ■- ■ I ■ T . ■ I ■ . 

• - . 

Tauchnit^s English Editiotis of German Authors. Each 

Volume, doth flexible, v. ; or sewed, xs. 6d, The following are now ready : — 

ON THE HEIGHTS.- By B. Auerbach. 3 vols. 

IN THE YEAR '13. By Fritz Reutbr. x voL 

FAUST. By Goethb. x vol. 

L'ARRABIATA. By Paul Hevsb. x vol. 

THE PRINCESS, AND OTHER TALES. By Heinrich Zschokke. ivoL 

LESSING'S NATHAN THE WISE, AND EMILIA GALLOTTI. 

HACKLANDER'S BEHIND THE COUNTER. Translated by Mary 

HOWITT. 3 vols. 

THREE TALES. By W. Haufp. 

JOACHIM v. KAMMERN : Diary of a Poor Young Lady. By M. Nathusius. 

POEMS BY FERDINAND FREILIGRATH. Edited by his Daughter. 

GABRIEL. From the German. By Arthur Milman. 

THE DEAD LAKE, AND OTHER TALES. By P. Heyse. 

THROUGH NIGHT TO LIGHT. ByGuTZKOw. 

FLOWER, FRUIT, AND THORN PIECES. By Jean Paul Richter. 
a vols. 

THE PRINCESS OF THE MOOR. By Miss MarlitT. a vols. 

AN EGYPTIAN PRINCESS. By G. Ebers. a vols. 

EKKEHARD. By J. V. Scheffel. a vols. 

BARBAROSSA, AND OTHER TALES. By Paul Heyse. From the Ger- 
man. By L. C. S. 

WILHELM MEISTER'S APPRENTICESHIP. By Goethe, a vols. 

PRINCE BISMARCK. A Biographical Sketch by Wilhelm Gorlach. x vol. 

DOUBTFUL PLAYS OF SHAKESPEARE. 

Tauchnitz (B,) German and English Dictionary. Paper, 

XX. ; cloth, XX. 6^. ; roan, ax. 



roan, ax. td. 



French and English. Paper, \s. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. ; 



- Italian and English. Paper, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. ; 



roan, ax. 6d. 



Spanish and English. Paper, \s. 6d. ; cloth, 2s.) 



roan, ax. 6d> 

— ^ — New Testament. Cloth, 2s, ; gilt, 2s. 6d. 



Tennyson's May Queen. See Choice Series, 2s. 6d. 
Theophilns and Others. By the Author of " Hans Brin- 

ker and the Silver Skates." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, loj. 6</. 

Thomson {J.) The Straits of Malacca, Indo-China, and 

China ; or. Ten Years' Travels, Adventures, and Residence Abroad. By J. Thom- 
son, F.R.G.S. Upwards of 6o Woodcuts, from the Author's own Photographs and 
Sketches. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, aix. 



Thompson [Stephen). Old English Homes, ^s.^n^xscsnk^'^ 

51:cteh-BooIc. By Stephen Thompson, kui^tvot ol ** ^^wSaa. ^^^^^'^ v^^„^ ^Ti 
iSne Permanent Photographs by t\ic AuxYvot. "Dtita^ At^o, ^^"^ «xXTa., ^S^s- ^^MSfa-*-*- « ' 

T/iornwell Abbas. By Gr>.^t: \A.oxx>. aM^^-.^'^^^ 

6X0. 2tS, 
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Ticknor {George)^ Life, Letters^ and Jotirnals. 2 vols., 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 94;. 

" No matter what your peculiar taste in this style of composition» no matter what 
vour range of acquirement, rest assured that yoa will rise from the careful perusal of 
his journals and correspondence with a lively sense of self-satisfaction, amused, in- 
structed, and (we will venture to add) improved."— Quarterly Remevu 

Timothy TitcoviVs Letters to Young People, Single and 

Married. Cloth, 2 j. (3'««/r/i^0 Rose Library.) 

Tinni {J. E.) The Wonderland of the Antipodes : Sketches 

of Travel in the North Island of New Zealand. Illustrated with numerous Photo- 
graphs. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, \ts. 

Tischendorf {Dr,) See New Testament. 

Tis sandier {Gaston), A History and Handbook of Photo- 

graphy. Translated from the French of Gaston Tissandier ; edited by J. Thom- 
son, F.R.G.S. Imperial z6mo, 75 Wood Engravings and a Frontispiece, cloth 
extra, 6f. 

Tolhausen (A .) The Technological Dictionary in the French^ 

English, and German Languages. Containing the Technical Terms used in the 
Arts, Manufactures, and Industrial Affairs generally. Revised and Augmented by 
M. Louis Tolhausen, French Consul at Leipzig. The First Part, containing French 
German- English, crown 8vo, 2 vols., sewed, 8x. ; i vol., half roan, 9;. The Second 
Part, containing English-German- French, crown Svo, 2 vols., sewed, 8f. ; i vol., 
bound, 9^ . The Third Part, contai ning German-English-French, crown Svo, a vols., 
sewed 8; . ; z vol., bound, 9^. 

Trigane {Lonis.) See Adventures in New Guinea, 6s, 
Trollope {A .) Harry Heathcote of GangoiL A Story of 

Bush Life in Australia. Illustrations. Small post, cloth extra, 5X. 

Troivbridge (A. C) The Young Surveyor, i vol., small 

post Svo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, sf. 

Turkistan. Notes of a Journey in the Russian Provinces 

of Central Asia and the Khanates of Bokhara and Kokand. By Eugene Schuyler, 
Secretary to the American Legation, St. Petersburg. Numerous Illustrations, 
a vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, a/, ar. 

Turner {Rev. F. S.) British Opium Policy. Svo, cloth, 6s, 
Vincent {F.) The Land of the White Elephant: Sights 

and Scenes in South-Eastem Asia. With Maps and Illustrations. Svo, cloth extra, \Zs, 

Waller {Rev. C. H.) The Names on the Gates of Pearl. 

Being those of the twelve Tribes of Israel, and other Studies. By the Rev. C H. 
Waller. MA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6;. 



Adoption and the Covenant. Some Thoughts 

on Confirmation. Super-royal z6mo, cloth limp, 3f. dd, 

PFarh^rton {Col. Egerton). Journey across Australia. 

An Account of the Exploring ExpedVlvotv sexvt owx. "\i^ ^Hc&'sr. "^^^t «sA liwrfves, 
under the Command ofXolonel Warbuktoh. \^\vV\\\\is\j^\ao&j«^^^ ;mx^^^ 
whh an Introductory Chapter, by H. 'W.Bat^.^^^m^.^^'-^- '&s^,O.^'0cv,^s«. 
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JULES VERNE'S WORKS. 

SPEOIAL NOTICE.— Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. beg fo inform 
the public, in reply to many inquiries with reference to an announcement 
of Cheap Editions of Jules Verne's Works by other houses, that they 
are the sole Proprietors of the Cop)rright in all the Translations of the Works 
by this Author published by themselves, as testified by the following :— 

To ENGLISH READERS of the WORKS of M. JULES VERNE. 

** The undersigned, exclusive Proprietors and Publishers of the Works of 
M. Jules Verne, hereby certify that Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. 
are alone authorized to translate into English the following Works of 
this Author:'^ 

MICHAEL STROGOFF. xos. Sd. 
THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND, in 3 vols. 2M. 6d 
THE SURVIVORS OF THE CHANCELLOR. 7*. ed, 
DR. OX'S EXPERIMENT.* 7s. 6d. 

A WINTER AMID THE ICE, &c.* 
AROUND THE WORLD IN EIGHTY DAYS.« yx. 6d, 
THE FUR COUNTRY. 10s. &/. 
MERIDIANA: OR, THE ADVENTURES OF THREE RUSSIANS AND 

THREE ENGLISHMEN IN SOUTH AFRICA.* 7*. 6d, 
FIVE WEEKS IN A BALLOON.* 7J. 6d, 
A FLOATING CITY.* 7*. 6d. 
THE BLOCKADE RUNNERS.* m. only. 
FROM THE EARTH TO THE MOON.* I , ,, 
AROUND THE MOON.* V^' ^** 

TWENTY THOUSAND LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA.» xo*. 6d. 
MARTIN PAZ, THE INDIAN PATRIOT, is. 

and that all other Copies of these Works are unauthorized and counter* 
feit reprints. (Signed) *'J. HETZEL & CO." 

** Je soussigne certifie que M. Hetzel, mon iditeur^ a seul droit cPautoriser 
ou de refuser la reproduction de ntes livres" 

(Signed) '* JULES VERNE," 

*»* Besides the more expensive Editions, Messrs. Low have issued handsome 
Shilling Illustrated Editions of each of the Books marked with an asterisk^ thus (*). 
Complete Lists of all the Editions and full particulars may be had on applying to the 
English publishers. 

Warner {C. D.) My Summer in a Garden, is,, cloth, 2s, 

' Back-log Studies, is. 6d, ; cloth, 2s. 

Mummies and Moslems. Demy 8vo, cloth, I2s. 

Westropp {H. M.) A Manual of Precious Stones and 

Antique Gems. By H. M. Westropp, Author of "The Travellers* Art Companion," 
*' Pre-Historic Phases," &c. Numerous Illustrations. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6f. 

Wheaton (Henry). Elements of [nternationoXl^o.'yxi. "^^2^ 

Edition. ^ '^' ^ \ltvtV*tr--« 

WAifall {Alice B>i On the Rock. K^^.^^^"^^^^^^^^ 

Whitall, hy Mrs. Pbarsalt. Smith. SvoaXV \jQ^t, ^^>i^^» «- 
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Whitney (Mrs. A. D. T.) The Gayworthys, Small post 

8vo, 3f. f)d. 

Faith Gartney, Small post 8vo, 3^". 6d, ; paper, \s. 

Real Folks. Small post 8vo, 3^. ^d. 

• Hitlierto. Small post 8vo, 3^. 6d. and 2s. 6d, 

• Sights and Insights, 3 vols., crown 8vo, 31J. 6d. 

Summer in Leslie Goldthwaiie's Life. Small 

post 8vo, 3*. td. 

The Other Girls. Small post 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

We Girls. Small post 8vo, 3^. 6d. Cheap Edi- 



tion, IS. 6d. and 2S. 

Wilkes {George). Shakespeare from an American Point of 

View. Demy 8vo, cloth extra. 

Wills, A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional 

Assistance. By a Probate Court Official. Fourth Edition, revised and en- 
larged, with Forms of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c. Fcap. Bvo, cloth limp, \s. 

Woolsey {C. D., LL.D.) Introduction to the Study of In- 

temational Law ; designed as an Aid in Teaching and Historical Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, &r. td. 

Worcester (Dr.) New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary 

of the English Language. Adapted for Library or College Reference, comprising 
40,000 Words more than Johnson's Dictionary. 4to, cloth, 1834 pp., price 31^. 6</., 
well bound ; ditto, half morocco, 3/. 2J. 

** The volumes before us show a vast amount of diligence ; but with Webster it \\ 
diligence in combination with fancifulness- -with Worcester in combination with good 
sense and judgment. Worcester's is the soberer and safer book, and may be pro- 
nounced the best existing English Lexicon." — Athetueutn. 

Words of Wellington^ Maxims and Opinions^ Sentences 

and Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters, and 
Speeches (Bayard Series), sf. td. 

Wrinkles and Recipes : a Collection of Practical Sug- 

Sistions, Processes, and Directions for the Mechanic, the Engineer, the Farmer, and 
e Housekeeper. Edited by Park Benjamin. Illustrated, xamo, roan, &r. 

Xenophoris Anabasis ; or. Expedition of Cyrus. A 

Literal Translation, chiefly from the Text of Dindorf, by George B. Wheeler. 
Books I. to III. CrowASvo, boards, as. 



- Books I. to VI I. Boards, ^s. 6d. 



Young {L.) Acts of Gallantry. Giving a detail of every 

Act for which the S!!ver Medal of the Royal Humane Society has been granted during 
the last Forty-one Years. Cioiqi 8vo, cloth, ^s. 6d. 

y^un^" (y. F.) Five Weeks in Greece. Crown 8vo, ioj". 6d. 
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